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2 „ 


N E evening ay the Jifharnces at Pace, 
a ſmall circle of friends who- had retired to 
the country, were at a loſs, after exhauſting their 

reflections, and ſpeculations into futurity, to find | 

ſome means of diverſion, when Madame de Verval, 
the miſtreſs of the houſe, who was fond of ſtories, and 
ho herſelf poſſeſſed the talent of ſtory- telling! in 
a great degree of excellence, propoſed that every one 
of the company ſhould take it in turn to relate the 
| happieſt event cf his life, or one of the happieſt, 

_ excepting thoſe that do not admit of f being diſ- 
r 

The propoſal was well f and it was s de- 

termined that the youngeſt ſhould begin. * For 

* Heaven s lake, mamma,” ſaid Juliet, © let it be 
| 7 B 66 any 4 


\f 
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4 any body but me, 1 ſhall never have courage 
*-enough to begin. Well, then,” ſaid her 
mother; Dervis, your couſin, will teach you to 
* overcome that timidity, which is not always the 
© effect of modeſty.”—* An Attorney-General, 
« indeed,” faid Juliet, in a whiſper, ** ſpeaks 
% when he pleaſes, and as he pleaſes, But I never 
4c plead, and am not accuſtomed to tell ſtories. 
« And beſides, M. Dervis is turned of three and 
« twenty, and I am not eighteen, and that makes 
« a great difference.“ 


Dervis, who was recalleQing himſelf i in the 
on, on aa 0 


THE 
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THE FIRST on : 


<P my father,” ſaid he, © will allow me to | 
“ ſpeak of him, I will relate the event of 
my life which affected me in the moſt lively 


and agreeable manner.” —* Let us hear,” ſaid 


the ſage Ormeſan: nothing ſhould prevent our 


66 


al 


ſpeaking of a father, unleſs we ſpeak 1 of him, c 
or too well.“ 
Dervis began thus. 


My mother,” ſaid he, with emotion, was 


ſo good and ſo kind, that every body accuſed her 


of ſpoiling her children. It is certain that ſhe 
was more hurt than ourſelves, when our father 


corrected us. If there was any excuſe for our 
faults ſhe was the firſt to find it, and if there 


was none, ſhe was ſure to find one nevertheleſs.” 
Sometimes ſhe reproved us; but the voice of her 


anger was ſo ſoft, that one would have taken it 
for that of love; and when a frown depreſſed 
her beautifully arched eye-brows, the eyes be- 
neath ſtill expreſſed ſo much tenderneſs, that 


the pardon was confounded with the menace.' 
If ſuch was her indulgence when we failed in 


B 2 «the 


* 
* 
* 
. 


D TALES OF P ANGAVENING: 


« the execution of our duties, you will eaſily: 5 
*. imagine, how great and apparent was her joy 
x 4 when we fulfilled them: pleaſure ſparkled in 
% her eyes, and if any one ſpoke to her of her 
health, the clearneſs of her complexion, and of 
4 that beauty, which ſeemed, alas! to defy the 
« attacks of time: My children, ſhe uſed 
LIE to 4% have de. giſt of W me Young 
4 . again.“ 1 . 
2 Dervis, on e thiss gopped to AC breath * 
and to wipe away the tears that fell from his eyes: 
Pardon me,” ſaid he, I am ſpeaking of my 
mother.“ Juliet, while liſtening to him, em- 
braced her's, and turned upon her * black 
eyes that ſparkled with a humid languor. 8 
„It was neceſſary, ſaid Dervis, © to men- 
& tion this exceſs of kindneſs to excuſe my in- 
e ldd My father, whoſe mind and diſpo- 
_ & fition I dare not deſcribe to you in his preſence, 
Was of opinion, that a cold and awful ſeverity 
on his fide was the only remedy for the miſchief 
4 our mother's exceſſive fondneſs would do us. 
He impoſed on himſelf the painful taſk of mak- 
« ing us always tremble before him. The ſmalleſt 
_ 4 faults were reproved, the more ſerious ones 
«. were puniſhed, and all that was praiſe-wor= 
thy in his duden, he ſeemed to conſider 


* 
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only as a return for the care taken to cultivate. 


our minds, as the debt of nature, and the price. 


of our education: he even heard the good ac- 


counts that were given of us, without any mark 


of joy.—* Your friends are partial to you, he 


uſed to fay, continue and do better, that it 
„may not be neceſſary to flatter me by N ty 
tions in your favour.” 


« We were all perfuaded that our father was 


virtuous and juſt ; but none of us thought him 
affectionate and kind. When fifteen years old 
« I was ſtill ignorant of it myſelf; and till then 
my ſoul had obeyed the impulſe of two ſenti- 
ments alone, the fear of exciting his anger, and 
of affecting my mother. The latter ſentiment 
was I confeſs the more tender, and was not the 

leſs powerful; and when I drew u 


ther reproaches for che faults which 1 had com- 
mitted, and which my father attributed to the 
exceſs of her indulgence, the pain ſhe felt griev- 
ed me to the heart. I mingled my tears with 


* her's; and this was the way my father uſed to 
.«« puniſh me. We loſt her, and 1 can fay with 


truth that her death was the end of my youth 


ful days. My grief ripened- my ſentiments, abll 
my. thoughts all at once. A year of mouraing 


©, WAS an age to me. . My dutics aſſumed à more 


. B ; . * ſerious 


1, my m- 
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ſerious character, and my ſtudies, as ſoon as 1 


had fortitude enough to reſume them, were no 
© Jonger a labour, but a relief. The crowd of the 
college was a ſolitude to me; and the amuſe- 
ments of my companions loſt all their charms, 


* Weeping, thinking of my mother, and flying to 
my books, as if for conſolation, was the alternate 


bufineis of my days, and nights, while I was 


ſudying rhetoric. Sometimes I thought I ſaw | 


my mother ſtanding before me; I thought J 


heard her ſay, © cultivate your mind, and poliſh 


your manners ; be worthy of your father, be his 


.4+ conſolation; let him be happy, if he can be fo 
without me; and let him owe his happineſs to 
his children.” This illuſion made me redouble 
my efforts, and gave me new courage. A ſupe- 


riprity I had never had in the other claſſes, was 
the fruit of this melancholy and pious applica- 
tion; and when the moment of competition for 
the prizes arrived, the leſſons I had received 
from mis fortune gave me an advantage over my 
rivals. 

With a yague intention of doing well, I nei- 
ther hoped nor defired the ſucceſs I obtained, It 


was unknown to me, but my tutor was apprized 


of it. He went ſometimes to ſee my father, and 


„ was always well received; but he had never ob- 


„ ſerved 
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ſerved in him any mark of that joy, which pa- 


rents manifeſt, when hopes are given them of 


their childrens' turning out well. No doubt he 


was afraid of betraying bis ſecret. 
+ The preceptor who perceived that his gravity 
was not eaſily to be ſhaken, and who wiſhed ne- 


vertheleſs to get the better of this apparent in- 
difference, employed, according to cuſtom, the _ 


great means of ſurprize, He invited him, as if 
for form's ſake, to be preſent at the diſtribution 


e of the prizes. Have I any perſonal reaſon for 


being there?” ſaid my father, in a negligent 
manner.—* That is the ſecret of the judges,” 


: anſwered the proton; * it is not their cuſtom 


to intruſt it to us.“ Then what have 1 to do 
there?“ You will ſee at leaſt a ſource of 
emulation.” —* And of vanity ?”—* No, Sir? 


vanity is the attendant of futile matters, and our 


triumphs are not a frivolous and ſterile honour 


for the young people. In every ſtage of life, the 


love of labour, and a turn to ftudy are advan- 
tageous, and ſucceſs in the purſuit of them wor- 
thy of praiſe. “ You are in the right,” ſaid 


my father. 1 ſhall be very glad to ſee my n | 


envy the ſucceſsful candidates.” 
« My father had then the goodneſs to accept my 


tutor's invitation. I will not ſay how great was 


4 my 
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N my ſurprize on ſeeing him take his place in a 
. diſtant part of the hall. Where ſhall I hide 
% myſelf,“ faid I, * if I do not obtain a prize? 
But would they have been cruel enough in that 
( caſe to invite my father? I hope not. — And 
„ while'I hoped, I*trembled. It was then that, 
i ſor the firſt time, I experienced the deſire of 
« glory, with all its chilling fears. Fortunately 
my claſs was the firſt called. The firſt, the ſe- 
, cond, and the third prize were adjudged to me. 
My father heard my name repeated three times. 
1 _ * Three times he faw me crowned; and then, in 
the midſt of plaudits, and loaded with 1 
«* and books, deſcend from the theatre, make my 
Way through the crowd, and embrace his knees. 
He took me in his arms, and with an emotion 
that at length betrayed him, preſſed me to his 
bdbdoſom, and ſhed tears of pleaſure.— Ah! my 
dear father,” I exclaimed, ſobbing, © if ſhe were 
but alive. „be impreſſion of theſe words 
vas ſo great, and affected our feelings ſo ſtrong- 
ly, that we were obliged to retire from the room. 
% Come, my boy,” faid my good father, © ſtep | 
«with me into my carriage: I feel that I cannot 
« do without you; we will live together for the 
future.“ 
* * When we were in the carriage, he embraced 
py "mW. > 
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5 N e an ene father; you may 


40 ſee whether lie loves his children, Vou are in 
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6 poſſeſſion of the kecret: of. my weakneſs r + ut 


( 


diſcloſe it, eſpecially to your younger brothers: : 


they ſtill ſtand in need of my ſeverity. . My 
* brothers were at Jully.—*< Father,“ ſaid I, ebe 


te pleaſed to conſider that your children have no 
longer a mother; that their age has its pains and 


its ſorrows; and that the balm that uſed to diſtil 


into their young hearts no longer flows. The 
tender weakneſs of which we too often took ad- 
vantage, unfortunately carries no longer with it - 


the dangers you may have feared. - Be always 4 


father by the aſcendency of reſpected authority x 
but be ſometimes a mother too.” —* Yes,” ſaid 
te he, „I will unite -theſe two characters; they 
are both in my heart; but in future I will aſ- 
ſume another with you, that of your friend. 
Let us ſwear to have as it were but one ſoul, 
and never to diſſemble any thing from each 
other. Why can I not expreſs the tranſport 
with which I took and received the oath; - It 
was the happieſt moment of my paſt life; and an 


: inexhauſtible ſource of pleaſure for my life to 
come.“ 


N ; * - ; | 5 | | 
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. diſtant part of the hall. Where ſhall I hide 
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« my ſurprize on ſeeing -him take his place in a 


% mylelf,”* ſaid E * if I do not obtain a prize ? | 
«« But would they have been cruel enough in that 
« caſe to invite my father? I hope not.” —And 


„ while'I hoped, I*trembled. It was then that, 
for the firſt time, I experienced the deſire of 


« glory, with all its chilling fears. Fortunately 
« my claſs was the firſt called. The firſt, the ſe- 
« cond, and the third prize were adjudged to me. 


„My father heard my name repeated three times. 


« Three times he faw me crowned; and then, in 


the midſt of plaudits, and loaded with — 
% and books, deſcend from the theatre, make my 
Way through the crowd, and embrace his knees. 
He took me in his arms, and with an emotion 
that at length betrayed him, preſſed me to his 


e boſom, and ſhed tears of pleaſure.— Ah ! my 
« dear father,” I exclaimed, ſobbing, * if ſhe were 
but alive The impreſſion of theſe words 
vas ſo great, and affected our feelings ſo ſtrong- 


Typ, that we were obliged to retire from the room. 


Come, my boy,” ſaid my good father, © ſtep 


« with me into my carriage : I feel that I cannot 
do without you ; we will live together. for the 
future.“ . 


« When we were in the carriage, he embraced 
| CL me 
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« me again: — Von way lee, fad he, 15 whes, 
G& ther you have an affectionate father; you may 
«© ſee whether e loves his children. Vou are in 


L 


4 poſſeſſion of the” ſecret of my weakneſs den' 
& diſcloſe it, eſpecially to your younger brothers: 
they {till ſtand in need ol my ſeverity. — My | 


„% brothers were at ſully.—“ Father,“ ſaid I, bo 


* pleaſed to conſider that your children have nd 
longer a mother; that their age has its pains and 
* Its ſorrows; and that the balm that uſed to diſtil 
« into their young hearts no longer flows. The 
„„ tender weakneſs of which we too often took ad- 
vantage, unfortunately carries no longer with it - 
the dangers you may have feared. Be always a 
father by the aſcendency of reſpected authority; 
but be ſometimes a mother too.” —* Ves, faid 
he, I will unite theſe two characters; they 
« are both in my heart; but in future I will af- | 
© ſume another with you, that of your friend. 
Let us ſwear to have as it were but one ſoul, 
* and never to diſſemble any thing from each 
5 other. Why can I not expreſs the tranſport + 
„with which I took and received the oath; It 
was the happieſt moment of my paſt life; and an 
| inexhauſtible ſource of pleaſure for my life to 
2 come.“ 
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TIE SECOND STORY. 


OW it is your turn, Mademoiſelle, ” faid 
| d' Ormeſan. Uncle,” anſwered Ju- 
ket, « J am a little affected at the recital I have 
« juſt heard; will you be kind enough to take my 


4c place, and give me time to recover my voice?” — 


ce With all my heart ;” replied the uncle, © and. 
<« indeed this day of happineſs, that Dervis has ap- 
& propriated to himſelf, recals another to my recol- 


cc lection, for which I was alfo indebted to him ; 


6 but which belonged to me alone. 
© Dervis had juſt been inſtalled in his oe, 


cc and was going to ſpeak for the firſt time in a 


cc cauſe of conſequence. It was an action brought 
$ againſt the widow and children of a M. de Clo- 


es ſade 4 Cloſade!” faid the Baron de 


Drifac, interrupting him; © I knew him; he was 
4a countryman of mine; a young man of great 
hopes and great bravery. A little ill- treated indeed 
& by fortune, but reſtored to her favour by an un- 


& cle, whoſe fortune his wife inherited.” It was 


4c this inheritance,” continued d'Ormeſan, that 


* they wanted to deprive her of. The other party 


„ was 
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as the Marchioneſs de v, a haughty, ac- 
tive, and intriguing woman, ſeeking friends alike 
Le in the city and at court, and in poſſeſſion of a 
4 great deal of influence, with but little confidera- 
& tion. | 
“ Thie fait, very fimple i in itſelf, but compli- 
* cate by the chicanery of the law, attracted the 
attention of the public. It was tried in two days 
sat the Chitelet; after the ſumming up of the 
evidence by my young Avocat du Roi, I ſaw he 
« was very much taken up with it, and although I 
s was well acquainted with the iniquity of the ac- 
tion brought againſt the widow, I forbore ſpeak- 
ing to him on the ſubject. A father's authority 
eis of too great weight not to turn the ſeale ; and 
<« was reſolved to leave Dervis the ingenuouſneſs 
of his conſcience, and the liberty of his judg- 
4 ment. 1 abandoned him then to his own intelli- 
„ gence; but ] obſerved what was going on about 
„him, and within himſelf, with an uneaſineſs 
„which 1 took care to conceal. 
„ ſaw him beſet by ſolicitations, not on the 
44 part of the widow—She came alone to ſee her 
6 judge; and he gave her rather a bad reception.“ 
—* Who, I, father!“ —“ She waited a quarter of 
| © an hour in his parlour. I counted the minutes 
with impatience, I muſt confeſs. And then the 
6%%ͤ;—ß Bs 
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as audience was a ſhort one.. liſtened to her with 
ac attention, however.” —You ſaw her out with an 
44 air of fo much indifference and * 11 could 
« have beat you. | 
<« After her, came Madame de vs coun- 

% cil. He indeed might declaim at his eaſe : he 
had an hour at leaſt, though the poor widow had 

_ * ſcarcely. a quarter of that time,” —* He was 
« longer than ſhe, it is true ; but you know, father, 
© that a large volume of words does not weigh an 
LC ounce of reaſon.” . os 
This orator was followed by a prelate full of 

| « importance. He came up ſtairs with meaſured 
« ſteps, walked forward, and had himſelf announc- 
«ed. You advanced to receive him; he threw. 
40 himſelf into an arm-chair; and I, who obſerved 
ce him very attentively from my cabinet, ſaw 
_ ©& plainly by his geſtures and his look, that he dic- 
& tated your deciſion.” . Oh! no, he ſcarcely ſaid 
a word of the ſuit, which he conſidered as indu- 
ee bitable, but he ſpoke to me at length, of himſelf, 
„of me, and of you. He boaſted of his credit at 
te court, and of his influence in the diſpoſal of 
& places: he was of the privy council, and had the 
4 ear of the monarch. He aſked me if I intended 

« to paſs my life in the obſcure buſineſs of plead- 
6 3 ing, and if it were fitting that a man like me, of 

45 ſuch 
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te ſuch a family and ſo great talents, ſhould grow r 
ec old in the duſty confines of the bar. He faid the 
©« council was the place where I ſhould appear to 
advantage; and that he ſaw plainly that 1 
« ſhould make but one ſtride from the council 
« to the miniſtry. He recommended to me parti- 
* cularly not to imitate my father, who, having 
& had it in his power to rife to any height, had ne- 
ce yer aſpired to any thing. Twenty times, ſaid he, 
ce the voice of the public had marked him out for 
the moſt eminent poſts; and the court would wil- 
&« lingly have confirmed the popular opinion; but 
ce hedeclined all employments. Let me adviſe you, 
Sir, not to reſemble him, and be ſure upon occa- 
c ſion that you will meet with powerful friends.“ 
— 4 | ſuſpected, ſaid d'Ormeſan, * that ſome 
one or other would that day take upon him the 


care of your fortune, and you now explain to 


cc me ſufficiently the modeſt and grateful air, with 

* which you attended the prelate to the door.” — 
Could I do leſs, father, than thank him for the 
6e Jignities he had juſt beſtowed upon me.” ; 
«© The man with the ribbon, who came to take 

c his place, ie without doubt theſe bril- 
& liant hopes .“ He, father] he gave me 
nothing but alarming leſſons in regard to the 
1 aden and ſlippery ſtep I was going to take. He 
3 * lai | 
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_—_ faid there was only one voice and one opinion 
é concerning Madame de Vs law-ſuit. A 
« family like her's was above all ſuſpicion of ſup- 
c porting a bad cauſe. The affair was already 
< judged in town and at court, and my reputa- 
c tion depended on the deciſion I was about to 
4 give.“ It is not,” ſaid he at length, © as a 
“ ſolicitor that I ſpeak to you, but as an old friend 
of your family, and with the deſire of ſeeing 
© you acquire the eb eſteem and cre- 
s 7 dit you have a right to enjoy.” | | 
% An excellent leſſon,” exclaimed d'Ormeſan, 
4 and accordingly he went away very proud of 
&« having given it. You were now well diſpoſed 
& to receive Madame de V—, who made her 
& appearance as ſoon as he was gone. How beau- 
44 tiful ſhe was | and with what a victorious look 
6 ſhe accoſted her judge, when you went to re- 
« ceive her Her judge! She burſt into a 
& laugh when ſhe pronounced the word. What 
44 is it you, ſaid ſne, Mr. Attorney General, 
* whom I am to ſolicit? The privilege of the 
. & Jong robe is delightful, I muſt confeſs, and no- 
„ thing leſs than a law-ſuit was neceſſary to 
« juſtify a morning-viſit to a young and hand- 
& fome man, from a woman of my age and con- 


: en.” 


6 Madam," 


80 
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"6 «© Madam,” anſwered. I, looking down and 
- bluſhing, “ ſolicitations have always appeared 
to me to be ſuperfluous, ſometimes embarraſ- 


ſing, and ſometimes dangerous; J never could 
well underſtand what any one can aſk of his 


6 judge. If attention, it would be an affront ; 
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if favours, an inſult. Simple and ſtrict juſtice 
is all that can be . e _ it 18 NES | 
for him to hear it requeſt 

% You are in the right,” ſaid ſhe, * fo pray 
don't thiak I am come like a litigant to teaze 


you about my law- ſuit. I have heard you men- 


tioned as an amiable man, replete with wit and 
accompliſhments (pardon me if I repeat this 


adulation) I was deſirous of being acquainted 


with you, and of telling you that ſuch a man 
as you merits more brilliant and flattering ſuc- 


| ceſs in the world than that of the bar. Plead 


my cauſe, ſince you are appointed to do fo, but 


let it be the laſt; and, if you will follow my 


advice, come and plead your own at the tri- 
bunal of taſte, the graces, and pleaſure, where - 
you will always be favourably heard. My 
ſupper- parties are compoſed of the beſt company, 


and particularly of the prettieſt women, | hope 


66 


oo 


as ſoon as my ſuit is at an end, that you. will 
make one ; Do.not forget, if you pleaſe. Where- 


„upon 


\ 


e with all 
0 toꝭ the long robe, and your twenty yeats. 
Such wag her vit; after which I ſhut myſelf 
uw up to reflect maturely ups. my: next. arch 
© pleading. | 2 
J,“ rejoined T'Ormefan, 6 who: 1 ber 


— ˙à——— . , 7§— . «˙²n —˙ eG — 
— : * 


e umphant than ſhe had entered, experienced a 
Kind of gloomy uneaſineſs that was far from flat= 
tering for you. Vou came to dinner, and was : 

* thoughtful;,—** My thoughts were much taken 

11 up.. No doub 
«© the problem I let fall a few mondwcdncerting © 

| « the, viſits: you had received, and was anſwered 
* in a cold and laconic manner, in which I thought 
I diſcovered ſymptoms of embarraſſment, and, 
* without inſiſting} any further, let you return to 
your room. But, to tell you the truth, I was 
© agitated all the evening, and had a fever all 

e night. I recollected the poor ſuppliant widow, 
e alone; A e in your preſence, not know- 
| ** ing how, or not daring to ſpeak,” and diſmiſſed 
| at the end of a quarter of an hour; and then my 
25 cruel imagination oppoſed to her the aſſur- 
| mt ance of the Advocate, the preſumption. of 


1 the Biſhop, the diſplay of the blue ribbon; but, 
25 above all, the blaze of benutz of the Marchi- 


„ come out with a look more animated, and tris OY 


t, but with what? That was 
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oneſs, her noble mien, her eaſy gait, her ſhape, 


„like that of Diana, with the look of Venus, 
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when ſhe deigned to ſoften the fire of her eyes; 
her perſuafive- voice, the illuſion of her lan- 
guage, and all the artifices of coquetry, com- 


bined with airs of, dignity and grandeur; 


every thing, in a word, that can ſeduce and 
dazzle a young man, and miſlead his under. 
ſtanding, offered itſelf in heightened colours to 


my mind, I curſed a thouſand times over the 
ſcandalous cuſtom of ſolicitation, I deteſted the 
vanity of the magiſtrates,” who had ſuffered it to 

creep into uſe; I had my head full of ſiniſter 
preſages; in ſhort I could not ſleep; and when 
TI faw you go out the following day, for the re- 
doubtable functions you were to perform for the 
firſt time, I ſhuddered with apprehenſion.» 


However, I reproached myſelf with injuſtiee; 1 
recollected your diſpoſition, and called to mind 
your principles; I ſaid a hundred times to my- | 


ſelf, that my ſon was incapable of a baſe action. 
My heart ſeemed to riſe in teſtimony of the up- 


rightneſs and candour of your's ; but ſeduction, 
error, the inexperience of your age, and an un- 


fortunate prepoſſeſſion might miſlead you. Why 
had I not dared, for this once, to ſerutinize 


1% 


your thou ghts, to be the confident of. your 
; 1 opinion: i 


s in the crowd that ** the * in which you 


ble; you ſet forth the cauſe of Madame de V— 
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s opinion, and to hear you reaſon? Your de- 
ec cifion would have been better weighed, and 
e would not have been leſs free. Juſtice may be 
<« enlightened without being injured. Theſe pain- | 
4 ful reflections tormented me for an hour, and 
« with ſo much violence, that I found it impoſſible 
to ſupport my anxiety of mind, I wrapped 
e e myſelf up in my great coat, pulled my hat over 
e my eyes, and, with my cane in my hand, mixed 


% was to ſpeak.” | | 
« The firſt part of your ſpeech cs me trem= 


% with ſuch an appearance of right, you, dwelt fo 
much upon her arguments, and rendered them 
„ fo ſpecious, that I ſaid every moment to myſelf, 
44] am undone; my ſon is no longer worthy of 
66 my efteem ! | At length I began to take hope, 
% when oppoſing to theſe arguments the widow's 
24 titles, you ſuffered a few rays of truth and jufſ- 
- $ tice to break forth. By degrees the clouds were 
% difpelled, the good cauſe appeared, and you 
% placed it in fo brilliant a light, you made the 
414 intention of the teſtator ſo evident, you ſhewed 
% ſo clearly how much litigious ſophiſms, ground- 
4 ed on a trifling want of form, are contrary to 
' © the ſpirit of the law, which never admits of 


"FEE 6 ſtratagem, 
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. W nor fraud, and of which the eſſence is 
* fimplicity, uprightneſs, and good faith : You 
« rendered the ſituation of the widow and children 
« of a young and brave officer, who fell in the 
6 ſervice of the ſtate, ſo intereſting; and oppoſing 
to their helpleſs cireumſtances, the opulence 
« and proſperity of the v family; you ren- 
 dered the rights of misfortune and weakneſs ſo 


* 


e ſacred, that the unanimous voice of the audi- 


ene dictated the ſentence of the judges, For 
% my part, I did not hear that ſentence. I fainted 
© away, through the exceſs of my joy, in the 
« midſt of the people. Some perſon preſent 
4 knew me, for, while falling, I heard a voice ſay, 
eit is his father! I was carried into a neighbour- 
&« ing room, and when I recovered my recollec- 
tion, 1 found myſelf in your arms. I do net 
“% know whether it is poſſible to be happier 
than I was at that moment; but I know that a 
“ ſingle degree of emotion more would have coſt 
«© me my life; and, indeed, if I had my choice, 


. 66 it is of ſuch a death that I ſhould chuſe to die.“ 


THE, 
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THE THIRD STORY. 
are can oy ate 6 to 8 ſaid Juliet, 
after ſuch affecting ſcenes?—* A fe- 
. «Keith. fulted: to your ape,” ſaid her mother, 
Cannot you recolle& any ?'—* You furniſh me 


with pleaſurable ſenſations every day, my dear 
Me Mamma. Ny life conſiſts of nothing elſe, and 
1. „Fang s Pe erf. did n. 
ewas born 


8 


to them: but tis © goo «ts, 


at Vervaf 


here, in | this eilte. 


5 « My mother was deſirous af ſuckling me; ſhe __ 


45: cotiſidered it as a pleaſure—”? and as OY 


duty too,”:faid her mother, ina wats pf voi 


% her health, however, did not permit her; dut 
% ſhe was careful to chooſe the beſt nurſe in the 


4 neighbourhood; and this excellent nurſe was 


« alſo an excellent woman. My mother has told 


t me many a time, chat after the cares of mater- 
% nal love, it is impoſſible to imagine any more 
CO tender than thoſe that I received in my infancy 


6 from that good woman. By the manner in 
8 


* 


which ſhe fulfilled the duties of a ſecond mother, 
eit was eaſy to ſee that ſhe felt all their dignity : 
„ the 


* 
FO 
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* ſhe acquitted herſelf of them with a noble ine 
4 0805 modeſty that looked like piety, and that 


<« gave an air of religion to the humbleſt offices. 
« When my mother ſometimes ſeemed grieved at 
« not being in her place, ( if your health, Ma- 
« dam,” faid ſhe, had permitted you to ſuckle 
7 By: child, you would not have given her to 


me; nor would I, but for the good you do in 


* « the country, have deprived myſelf of my child 
to take charge of your's; but it was incumbent 


«on ſome one among us to diſcharge the debt of 


<« ſo many unfortunate: people; and as you have 
46 choſen me, it was no doubt the will of God 
& that Lſhould be the perſon: - Do not envy me my 


8 happineſs. Weakly as you are, your tenderneſs 
| « would have been cruel to yourſelf and your 


& child, if you had endeavoured to ſuckle her. 


*. Do not fear leſt 1 ſhould roh nature of her ſhare 


« of the ſentiments of this little creature : As ſoon 
« as ſhe ſhall acquire a little knowledge you may 


. be ſure that ſhe will diſtinguith you from all 
other women, as well as from myſelf, and that 
5 all; her ſenſibility will be Urechot.: * 


da, Res 2 : 
7.9 Ve clara beben far country= 


woman, ſaid Dervis, with rather a fatyrical 


logki—* i Sir, replied Juliet, 8. 1 do not repeat 
n . 0 her 


1 
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„ her Jangnagy literally; but I tranſlate it faiths * 
KY fully. You ſhall be acquainted with this 

| 5 country- woman, and, proud as you are, you | 

ec ſhall reſpect her.” The ſevere tone that ac 


companied theſe words made d'Ormefan. ant 


Olympia ſmile, while Dervis caſt down his 9 
and Juliet continued: 
„ My mother's bounties ſo 1 the cir- 
© cumftances of Suſan (for that was my nurſe's 
* name) that her whole family was happy. As 
e my father always ſpent the ſummer months 
& here, I had every year the pleaſure of ſeeing 
ec Suſan run to take me in her arms on my arrival. 
4] went alſo to her village to ſee her, and I al- 
« ways experienced heartfelt joy on finding peace, 
« happineſs and plenty in her ruſtic abode, | 
My father's journey to Spa, to drink the 
ec waters, at the time his ſtate of health began to 
« be precarious, prevented our paſſing the ſum- 
& mer of one year at Verval. The year after we 
4 went there as uſual. This journey was a feſti- 
tc val in which we meant to celebrate my father's 
& convaleſcence. Suſan came to ſee me as uſual, 
&« and, though very forrowful, ſhe did not ſeem 
4 leſs ſenſible to the joy of our happy return; but 
„ when I told her, on her taking leave, that T 
% hoped ſoon to come and ſee her, ſhe begged mo 


66 in 
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" « in a ſad and affecting manner not to give myſelf 
&«. the trouble. I was much ſtruck by the novelty 
ce of theſe words, and infiſted on knowing her rea- 
& ſon; ſhe embraced me with a ſmile in which I 
c diſcovered a mixture of chagrin. —* Miſs, 1 ſaid 
e ſhe, © you are no OO a child, and your 
“ kindneſs for me — J am always the 
« ſame,” faid I, interrupting her, © and in every 
ce age you will find me the child you ſuckled. 1 
& ſhall come and ſee you as ſoon as poſſible. 2 
e Pride and an elevated mind are natural vir- 
ce tues. My nurſe was unfortunate: a good old 
ce man who lived with her, Firmin, the father of 
her huſband, Baptiſt, was dead, and his laſt ſick- 
„ neſs had ruined them: inſtead of their neat little 
« houſe, they had nothing but a thatched hut, a 
©. goat inſtead of the fine black cow, and inſtead of 
« the meadow, the vineyard, and the garden, a 
te bare little ſpot of ground was all that remained. 
* Eighteen months had altered every thing. Su- 
“ ſan, on ſeeing me arrive, came to meet me, and 
« ſaid to me with the noble air that was natural to 
„ her“ You will be a little hurt at not finding 
ce us ſo well off as we uſed to be. But do not re- 
* gret the uſe we have made of your giſts, and of 
the bounty of your parents. They have been 
“ well employed. Firmin, our good father, was 
„taken 


6 
15 
1 


taken as much care of as if his children had been 
richer, and, thank Heaven, till his laſt moment 
was in want of nothing. 

« When I caſt my eyes over the hut, which 


Was clean enough, but bare of every thing, I 


began to weep.— What!“ ſaid I to Suſan, 


have you let us remain ignorant of your ſitua- 


tion ? Could you think that we would n 


you. in your - neceſſity ?—< I tell you again,“ 
laid ſhe, that the ſick man wanted nothing.“ 

And you and your children, and their unfortu- 
nate father ?—*<* No, my amiable Juliet, their 
father is not unfortunate. Your foſter-brother 
Marcellin aſſiſted him. They work together 


gaily in the vineyard of a rich neighbour.. My 


On Louiſa, begins alſo to be of uſe to 

The wool and cotton ſhe ſpins with the 
fins wheel you gave her, doubles its value 
in her hands, and all put together at the end of 


the week, furniſhes us wherewithal to live. 


Do not then pity us, and be aſſured, if work 
had not ſupplied our wants, Madam de Verval, 


and you, her worthy daughter, would have 


been the firſt J ſhould have made RN 


; with our diſtreſs.” 


« At this moment, Louiſa, who was OREN 


66 pack a baſket of linen on her head from the 


« ſpring, 


ce 
ce 
ce 
ce 
64 
& 
00 
04 
40 
£6 


te 


TALES OF AN EVENING. | 25 


e rings: entered the hut, came to me with a 
contented look, made me a thouſand kind 
compliments, and did not ſeem any more con- 
fuſed chan uſual.—* Louiſa, go and milk the 


goat, ſaid her mother, Miſs Juliet ſhall 
taſte her milk. The words ge mill the goat 
grieved me to the heart, but they afflicted no- 


body but me. Louiſa haſted to obey, and the 


pleaſure of ſeeing me again ſeemed to render her 
doubly active.— “ You will find our bread ex- 
cellent,” ſaid Suſan, *I make it myſelf. 5 


I étaſted the bread: it was good, no doubt, 
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e and ſo was the goat's milk, but I found a bit- 


terneſs in the repaſt. I diſſembled, however, 
the ſorrow [I felt at the ſtate of diſtreſs in which 
I left them. What a ſituation, ſaid I to my- 
ſelf, as I was going away, to wait every day 


for the bread neceſlary to ſupport life, till it be 


procured by one's labour! and if any of them 
ſhould fall ſick O, my dear mother, you 
will not let my nurſe remain in this ſitua- 
tion, 


© My mother, deed, haſtened to aſſiſt So. 
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but the future, our abſence, , the ſetting up the 


little houſe again, all-theſe reflections ſat heavy 


on my heart, and purſued me even in my 


dreams, One of them, however, ſeemed fo fa- 
| = Lp vourable 
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. yourable a prefage, that if I had believed i 
& dreams, it would have diminiſhed my concern. 
In Verval perk there is, as you know, a cor- 
« ner, that runs out irregularly from the bottom 
« of the hill, from whence falls the ſtream that 
c waters our garden. This ſtream, which forms 
« a caſcade, and which, ſtill boiling up, meanders 
ce through the corner of the meadow, ſhaded with 
“ poplars, makes this ſolitary ſpot a delicious re- 
<& treat for a perſon inclined to filent meditation. 
One ſeems alone in the world, and nothing is 


4 heard but the murmur of the water, ſo friendly 


to the penſive mind. My father was fond of 
de this place; it was the part of his garden 
t where he moſt frequently walked, and he had, 
& as it were hid the approach to it by long winding 
s paths. 1 often went thither, attended by my 
« poverneſs, and the ſad remembrance of the 
© hut in which 1 had left my nurſe. I ſpoke of 
* it to her, and conſulted her, but being of ra- 


4 ther a ſevere diſpoſition, while ſhe praiſed my 


* gratitude, ſhe diſcouraged me from employing 
ec the means I had deviſed to ſhew it. My pa- 
& rents,” ſhe ſaid, had done more for Suſan 
& than any body had ever done for a woman of 
cc the ſame kind; the aſking them for more would 


« be e Some day or other I ſhould 
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© be able to add my own favours to thoſe ſhe had 


received from them, till then enough had been 
done.” —* My governeſs was in the right; but 


her reaſoning only added to my ſadneſs, of 


which I no longer dared to mention the cauſe. 


One evening, however, when dreams were 
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the matter of con verſation, I could not reſiſt the 
inclination of relating what 1 had dreamt the 
night before; and my father, who loved to hear 
me exerciſe the talent nature has given to us all, 
of painting, in ſtrong colours, whatever ſtrikes 
us forcibly, liſtened to me attentively. 


% You know, Papa,” ſaid I, ** that my fa- 
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« wheel, which ſeemed to animate it, and inſpire 
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vourite walk, as well as your's, is the valley of 
the caſcade, Laſt night that charming ſpot 
was preſent to my imagination; but it was al- 
tered. There was a mill at the bottom of the 
caſcade, I faw the ſtream all in a foam, as 
White as milk, boil up and ſmoke beneath the 


it with the defire of being uſeful. Your ſtream 
ſeemed proud of turning a mill. And who do 
you think was the miller's wife Suſan, 
ſaid my mother.— Juſt ſo,” ſaid I, . Bap- 
tiſt was your miller. Marcellin was planting . 
a vineyard, on the fide of the hill, and his ſiſter 
Louiſa was cultivating the prettieſt garden in 

2 ce the 
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< the world ; while two fine heifers, hd a little 
ce flock of ſheep, were grazing in the incloſure 
oy round the mill. Ah! Papa, how happy was 
<« this little family, * how happy was I Nr 
40 ſelf! 

40 After : a moment” s reflection, my father 
« ſmiled. —© I am pleaſed,” ſaid he, to find 
& that you have had ſo 1 a dream, and 
6 © ay have related it charmingly.” 

I often recolleCted it in the valley of the caſ- 

6 Cade, but I mentioned it no more, and it ſeemed 
to be forgotten. 

Towards the end of autumn we returned to 
„ town. During the winter, which ſeemed 
< yery long, I hoarded up my pocket-money, 

„„ ſpent nothing at all, and longed to ſee my nurſe 
* again. The day after our return to Verval, the 
“ 25th of April, was the fineſt ſpring day poſſible. 
% Vernet would have choſen it to paint the revival 
« of nature in ber moſt brilliant colours. Every 
40 one at Verval enjoyed the beauty of the coun- 
« try. I alcne was fad. Suſan uſed to meet us 

4 at our arrival; this year ſhe had neglected to 
« do ſo. Was not ſhe, one of her children, or 
« her- huſband ſick? or, being no longer in good 
# circumſtances, was ſhe not afraid of ſhowing 
« herſelf, for fear of being importunate. 
| After 
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After breakfaſt my father propofed a walk, 
My mother, the Vicar, ſeveral neighbours, ſe- 
„ veral friends, among whom was the Baron de 
cc Driſſac— (“ Yes, I was of the party,” faid 
the Baron) and myſelf followed him. Af 

« ter having viſited the garden and the grove, we 

« came to the ſolitary part of the park, the valley 
« of the caſcade. How great was my ſurprize and 
« my enchantment! My father had realiſed my 
« dream. The mill, the vineyard, the little or- 
« chard, incloſed with a hedge, and inhabited by 
6. a flock of ſheep, offered themſelves to my eyes, 
« as they had done in my dream. The moſt ins 
tereſting part was wanting, till I ſaw the Miller, 
his wife, and two children, come out of the 
© new, little manfion, who can conceive the 
« tranſports of my joy | I fell at my father's feet, 


% and embraced his knees with a tenderneſs that 
“ affected every body. 


My father lifted me up with a ſmile. “ Te is 


„the Miller's wife,” ſaid he, whom you 
„ ought to embrace.” —* I flew to her arms, and 


„ found the expreſſion of her gratitude _ to 


* that of my joy. 


We went into the houſe, where nothing that 
_ * is neceſſary to ruſtic enjoyment was wanting. 


My father had provided every thing. Our good. 
1 old 
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ac old Vicar, with his ſilver locks, loaded him with 
* benedictions; while our friends, as much af 


1 fected as myſelf, could not forbear admiring the 


| 70 ingenuity of his benevolence. 
Do you know what you wonder at ?” ſaid he, 
Cc a8 we were: going AWay. * The moſt ſimple, 
ce and leaft expenſive thing in the world. This 
* caſcade, as my daughter dreamed very properly, 
« ]aviſhed it's water without reaſon or object: I 
have turned it to ſome ule. The mill it works 
* is convenient for the whole neighbourhood ; it 
« enriches theſe good people; I diſcharge a debt 
8 to them it 8 zn improvement to my park . 
c affords a living picture to the eye, and increaſes 
= my income. You may now extol, as much as 
| ce. you pleaſe, the nobleneſs of this action. Believe 
me my friends, the greateſt charm the country 
' *. can boaſt, and what contributes the moſt to make 
* me fond of it, is the facility of doing A _ 
« dral of good ut a final expence,” 


"THE - 
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THE FOURTH STORY. 


* FT was at a ſmall expence too,” ſaid Olympia, 
& that I was happy myſelf, the whole ot 
dé that ſummer, the laſt, alas! that your father 
4c was to paſs in the place he was ſo fond of.“ 
Theſe words were followed by a filence of a few 
moments, and diffuſed a cloud of forrow over the 
whole company. Olympia, who perceived it, was 
. deſirous of diſpelling it, and continued thus: 
My daughter told you that Suſan had two 
4c children. Her foſter brother, Marcellin, the 
4 moſt ſprightly lad in the village, and Louiſa 
his elder ſiſter. Louiſa was pretty, but what 
diſtinguiſhed her particularly, was an air of 
candour and innocence that ſhowed the purity 
of her ſoul. An artiſt, who ſhould wiſh to paint 
ingenuouſneſs, would give it the ſame look. 


Pay 


Cc 
£6 


* 


It was eaſy to fee that the idea of diſſimulation 


< was a ſtranger to Louiſa; no deceit had tarniſh- 
ed her happy diſpoſition ; and the truth, fitting 
on her lips, ſeemed only to wait for her breath 
to make its eſcape. Of all the different kinds of 
6 beauty, this is, in my opinion, the moſt touch- 

| C4 | ing. 


A 


cc 
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| © ing. And, indeed, Loaf made many a cori 
« queſt, when ſhe 8 in the village of 
4 Verval. 
I gave a dance every ne in the court- 
& yard before the caſtle; and in the midſt of the 
40 young people drawn thither by the muſick, 
Louiſa, without perceiving that ſhe was re- 
„ marked, drew every eye upon her. But her 
„ amiable modeſty made even her rivals pardon 
her the glory of eclipſing their charms ; for envy 
* js not always © unjuſt as we believe; the ad- 
*: vantages that hurt her are maſt generally thoſe 
that are oſtentatiouſſy diſplayed. Far from 
<<, availing herſelf of her's to humble her com- 
* panions, Louiſa ſeemed to forget ihe was pre- 
«© ſent, and to give up to others the homage 
* addreſſed to herſelf. It is true, all this ho- 
mage flattered her but little; and among 
twenty rivals, whom I ſaw timidly eager to pay 
% their court, one alone ſometimes obtained the fa- 
t your of a ſmile, or that of a look kindly prolonged. 
This was young Henry, my tenant's eldeſt 
4 ſon, the pattern of the village for all the virtues 
* of his way of life, of which he had the nobleſt 
« idea. | I had ſeen him ſometimes at work, and 
he ſeemed. proud of holding the plough, You 
„ would have ſaid that he commanded the earth to | 
. a ke 


nr 


„ he, „you are a worthy man, and a good 


6c 


TALES OF AN EVENING. 33 


& be fruitful; and when he came home, ſitting 


on his waggon loaded with ſheaves; with his 
head erect, and a triumphal look, you would 


L 
6 


«c 


40 


«c 


6s 


40 


have ſaid that he thought himſelf on the throne 


of abundance. M. de Verval had taken a 


liking to him, and uſed to congratulate his fas 
ther on poſſeſſing ſuch a ſon.—. Vincent,” faid 


farmer, but you, ſon will be quite as good 4 
man as you,” * On this eulogium the modeſt 
and ſerious Henry would caſt down his eyes; 
and then look e W again,—Such was 


Louiſa's lover. 


;.$6-Inthe' country, as in town, ni and j Jea- 


louſy have penetrating eyes. It was ſoon no- 


ticed, and whiſpered about, that Louiſa's choice 


was made in her heart, and that Henry would 


be preferred, The report found its: "Y to me, 


and I ſent,for Louifa. 


My good girl,” ſaid I, I am told that yout- . 
© modeſty, your good diſpoſition, and your tend 
attentions to your parents make you dear'to all 
the village, and make every mother wiſh to ſee 


you the wife of her ſon,” —“ They are very 
good to think of me,” anſwered ſhe.—“ But, 


* Louiſa, ſhould. you not be pleaſed to render 
one of theſe mothers happy i” —* After my 


. 3 « own, 
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.E, own, Madam, ſhe whoſe welfare I defire the 
4 moſt is the worthy Auguſtina, your tenant's 
% wife, She is fo kind to me!“. 1 am very 
6 glad of it. And ber huſband?” “ Ah! Ma- 
1 dam, what an excellent man!. They have a 
& daughter about your age? — © Yes, Ma'am, 
« Cecilia; ſhe is my moſt intimate friend.” — 
«She has a brother, who, although very young, 
« js already a deferving man ?'—* Yes, Ma'am, 
very deferving indeed”— (and at theſe words 
« two beautiful roſes bloomed upon her cheeks.) 
« J am told, Louiſa, that he has alſo a very high 
« opinion of you Sug I think he has, Ma'am; 
« and I believe it. But, Louifa, fo much 
«6 efteem at your time of life cannot be far from 
« love? —““ No, Ma'am, it is not far to beſure; 
- * and, as ſoon. as our parents will permit us, we 
1 are well diſpoſed to love one another... And 
% are your parents acquainted with your way of 
„ thinking!“ Certainly Madam; ] told it to 
my mother. I never conceal any thing from 
u der. And he, the very third time we danced 
** together in the court- yard of the caſtle, intruſted 
his ſecret to his father !—** Hark'ee, father," 
« faid he, throwing his arm round his neck, 
look at that young girl, the will be your daugh- 
© ter-in-law, or you will never have one.“ The 
6 good. 
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. good father looked at me with a ſmile, and an. 
« ſwered, There is no hurry; wait a few har- 
4 veſts and we will ſee about it.”—* And what does 
4 Suſan think of it?“ “ That J am not rich 
« enough; and that Vincent will expect a for- 
« tune for his ſon.”—** You fay, however, that 
« Henry has declared he will have no woman for 
« his wife but you? “ Yes; but if his father 
« commands he muſt obey, and I myſelf will 
« make him. Should I not obey my father and 
« mother, if they choſe to diſpoſe of me” 

« was well ſatisfied, as you may ſuppoſe, with 
this dialogue, and repeated it to M. de Verval. 
„Leave me, ſaid he, to ſet on foot the ne- 
« gociation. I will firſt ſpeak to Baptiſt.” He 
« went to ſee him at his mill. Baptiſt,” faid 
© he, 4 do you know that your daughter and my 
« tenant's fon have a great deal of efteem for one 
1% another? . Yes, indeed,” ſaid Baptiſt, „ of 
„% that fort of efteem, which our Vicar would 
„ ſoon turn into love. I told the farmer ſo, and 
“% he made anſwer, that love at their time of life 
* would keep; and that two or three years, inſtead 
« of ſpoiling it, would ripen it, and render it 
* better. The truth is, Sir,” added Baptiſt, 
that Vincent, before he marries his ſon, wants 
to be ſure of a new leaſe, He fees that the 
| C6 « rents 


— ee « — 
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« rents riſe conſiderably all over the country, and 


"Mp farm, He has ill-wifhers who will not fail to 


as convinced of it. . WY I WAS 


Vincent, but it is fo often deceitful ! + Some+ 


your ſon are fond of one another,” —“ Alas! 


« thinks that you are going to raiſe that of your 


ic hid over him, and that makes him uneaſy,” — 
6 Vincent ought to __ ſaid M. de Verval, 
% that I am no Jew:“ And the next "we he 


« Well,” ſaid my huſband to the e 4 is 
the crop promiſing? . It promiſes fair,” ſaid 


5 times, at the eve of a noble harveſt, comes a 
6 ſtorm, or a ſhower of hail, and lays every thing 
„% waſte. - Indeed the poor farmer, after a world of 
* labour, very often reaps but little benefit.“ 
«. However,” replied M. de Verval, „the price 
be .of leaſes gets higher, and I hope the one we are 
« going to renew. — Ah | Sir, ſpare us, pray! 
«© you are fo juſt and good]! You have enriched 
<< one worthy family, do not ruin another, which 
«© has ever ſerved you fo faithfully l“ . You 
«© mean Baptiſt, my miller,” ſaid my huſband ; 
« and you put me in mind that his daughter and 


* yes,” ſaid the good farmer; * but how venture 
© to expoſe our children to the misfortune of 
& having children themſelves, when we have no. 
6c ay certain ?”— 6 You talk like a good father 
5 and 
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* à wiſe man,” replied the Count. But, Vin 
x*. cent, if a new leaſe for nine years inſured you 
„my farm, at the rate of the preſent leaſe ; and # 
1 another, for Louiſa's. portion, inſured it you for 
„ nine years more, ſtill at the ſame rate? 
4 Moſt generous of men, exclaimed the . 
4 diſpoſe of my ſon: The leaſe and the marriage- 
66 articles, I will ſign them both at once.” 

0 Every thing is ſettled,” ſaid the Count to me 
« on his return. I have the promiſe of both 
« fathers; and, to obtain it, Tonly promiſed what! 

„ ſhould have done at any rate. I had certainly no 
* inclination to add my avarice to that of earth, 
&« which already ſells its productions fo dearly to 
the poor farmers, But, ſince it is a favour to 
* let them remain in eaſy circumſtances, I thought 
„ might make Louiſa a ſharer in them, and 
„improve my farm 0 making two __ 
„ happy,” 

„ My daughter v went inſtantly to ones the 
5 news to Suſan; but Vincent had been before- 
© hand with her; and Juliet found the two fas 
«« milies aſſembled at the mill; the two lovers 
« gazing on each other, with the tear of tenderneſs 
and joy ſtanding in their eyes; the fathers 
e {haking hands, the mothers kiſſing each other, 
* and Marcellin alone in a corner, ſad and pen- 
DOE £5 ſive, | 
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© five, looking at Cecilia, who leaned her head 
0 n Louiſa's ſhoulder, and. did not dare OT 
* at Marcellin. | » 5 
My daughter was truck by this Game, and 
46 kame and deſcribed it to me.—** Here is another 
* marriage to make up,” faid I, „but it does 
not require ſo much haſte ; for Marcellin * 
4 ſeventeen years old. 
The following day Salm came to o cue her- 
en ſelf at my feet, and ſaid to me, after the effuſion 
| vc of her gratitude ;—*© Well, Madam, would you 
b believe it? my joy, however great at this mo- 
| « ment, is not free from pain. That little wretch 
4 Marcellin, is grieved to ſee his ſiſter married 
© before him.. If all that is wanting is to be in 
4 loxe, he is, he ſays, 4a thouſand times more 
* © with Cecilia, Henry's ſiſter, than Henry 
4 ig with his ſiſter Louiſa.“ At firſt I made 
« game of him; but he told me, that inſtead of 
laughing, I ought to weep, at ſeeing the afflic- | 
* tion of poor Marcellin, who is ſo fond of his fa- 
«ther and mother; and then, ne Ain into tears, 
| 6-returned to his work“ 5 
* We muſt conſole him, ſaid: I. :6 Let him 
„bring me my cream to-morrow morning.“ f 
He came; but fo pale, and fo caſt down, that 
« 1 could not help pitying bim,—* Is it you, Mar- 
Y 66 * cou he 


—— 
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ve cellin?” faid I, 10 1 am glad to ſee you. Bit 
11 ydu do not look ſo chearful and contented as 


0 more chearfulneſs for me. They like to ſee nie 
& fad; for it is not my fault: I am as much in- 
« clined to be gay as any body.” —* But ho fs it 
« that afflifts you?” —* Why, look you, Madam, 
« it is my ſiſter who is going to be married: every 
4 body tries to make her happy; and T am Highted, 
« gyerlooked, and forgotten; I, who am Miſs Ju- 
« liet's foſter-brother. Ah! Madam, it is a eruel 
_ & thing for me to ſee my ſiſter rob me of all your 

« kindneſs! . No, Marcellin, you ſhall have 
your turn. But you are ſo very young.“ 
1% Alas! yes, I am young: fo they are for ever 
« telling me; but muſt one be old to be married? 
« You know, Ma'am, that J am nine months 
* older than Miſs Juket. And then aſk every 
&« body if, from morning till night, in the vine- 
« yard, at the mill, and every where elſe, I don't 
& work like a man. I am not taken for a child, 
* when I handle the hoe or the fpade, or when I 
+ lift a ſack of wheat like a feather.” I know 
4 that you are laborious, and a great help to your 
& father.“ My father? Why, I'll boldly fays 
he might ſoon give over work if my mind were 


40 but at eaſe. If you did but know, Madam, how 
66 forrow 


bs 


* wſual.”—i* No, Madam,“ ſaid he, „ there is no 
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be ſorrow ſteals away ſtrength | And when I ſhall 
a have loſt my health and ſpirits, who will aſſiſt 
my poor father? And my mother | Look you; 
% Madam, when her daughter leaves her, ſhe will 
« be all alone, and a flave to the houſe. Where» 
4 as, if the had a young daughter-in-law, who 
& would be there like a daughter, ſhe would have 
10 nothing to do but give her orders: Cecilia, take 
10 care of the ſheep; Cecilia, gather the lettuce; 
40 Cecilia, carry the milk and eream to the caſtle; 
do this, do that, firſt one thing and then anos 
es ther, and Cecilia always obedient, kind and 
6c ready to obey her! And I, coming home from 
. work in the evening, and finding an: agreeable 
« wife to make. me forget my fatigue, who would 
6 fay to me: Come, my dear, come and reſt 
« yourſelf by my fide.” — What happineſs | what 
40 a difference! the very thought makes my heart 
6 leap within me.“ “ It is Cecilia then, the far- 
4 mer's daughter, that you would wiſh to give 
6 your mother as a companion? Yes, Ma- 
«« dam, who elſe ſhould it be? I had never 
ce heard that you were fond of Cecilia. Oh! 
6 that I can eaſily believe. Who thinks of me? 
<« who ſpeaks in my favour ?”—** You made a ſe- | 
« cret of it perhaps?“ Oh, heavens! no; I 
$6 told it the whole village.” And Cecilia, does 

f | « ſhe 
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4 ſhe feel the Sho enn don for you The 
« ſame! no; but its beginning. In the firſt place, 
« every time ſhe ſees me paſs by the farm-yard, ſhe 
« gives me a little friendly nod, Where are 
4 you goings Marcellin? where do you come 
© from?”—— You will needs ſuppoſe, Madam, 
<« that ſhe does not beſtow this favour on every 
* body. And then the name of Marcellin has fo 
c ſoft and ſweet a found in her mouth} you 

would ſay that her lips took a pleaſure in pro- 

nouneing it. Oh! if love be not come on her 

« as yet, I am ſure-it is not far off. Beſides, that's 
* my buſineſs. Let her but be mine, and leave 

„the reſt to me. I love her ſo much, that it 

would be hard if I ſhould not make her love 
% me.“ But, Marcellin, Cecilia is two years 
e older than you. So much the better, Ma- 

dam, ſhe will be the more prudent, and if I be 

f not enough ſo, ſhe will have prudence enough 

for both.” . Her father will not eaſily conſent 
*© to her taking ſo young a huſband.” “ Yes, 


x ce that's what my mother ſays. But if his Honour 
e) © pleaſes, three words would be enough. Look 
e- Jou, Madam, if I was in his place, I would ſend 
1 « for the two fathers, and I would ſay to my 
- miller: Baptiſt, are you ſatisfied with your 


© ſon Marvellin — 22 your Honour, would 
66 ſay 
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'« ſay my father: & the boy promiſes to turn out 
ac well: he works with a good will, has no vices; | 
* knows his duty to his parents, and what a man's 
4 duty is to his wife and children: the boy would 

not make a bad huſband,” . And you, Vin- 
cent, 1 would fay, don't you think of ſoon 

*<© marrying your daughter? Here's a ſon-in-law 
'& ready at hand for you: truck for truck, the 
4 boys and the girls, nothing can be fairer; and 
« the two marriages will make but one wedding. 
What lay you?“ ex your Honour, Mar- 

* cellin is very young.”——* Never mind the 
s envious" and jealous; ab is not a vice. 

4 Marcellin is an lioneſt lad; he is laborious, 
and that's what's wanted for houſekeeping. Wl 
'« Hark'ee, Vincent, if you like, Il do the fame 1 

for him I did for Henry; I will grant a teaſe for Wi 
-66 Baptiſts and his ſon's life of the little eſtate of 
© the caſcade, and your daughter will be as ſnug 
“as can be, and the mill will be peopled with a 
„ brood of little millers.” —** Why, Madam; 1 
* would lay a wager that the two fathers would 
„ conſent, and thank his Honour. You plead | 
4 your cauſe admirably,” faid I, 4 Go, and de- 
e pend upon it, I'Il ſpeak in your favour.” | 

« He is in the right,” faid my huſband, when if 


| * related this ſcene to him: the leaſe for life is 
exactly 
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« exactly what I purpoſed; and I intend that the 
4 mill ſhall deſcend as an inheritance from father 
4 to ſon. This will be a yery eaſy way for us to 
make two people happy: it will coſt me nothing 
W « but the wedding dinner. You, Madam, will pleaſe 


4 to provide wedding clothes for the brides; and 
F : Ba you, my daughter, when your. mother chuſes 
8 : * thoſe of Cecilia, recollect that W was 

d WR << weaned at nine months old.” 1 55 

-The leaſe was ſigned the eng day; but 

-e celebration of the marriage was deferred for a 

„e few days, for a reaſon, that was made a r 

e- | | & of to us all,” | | 4 
s At theſe words the Vicar of the ell; 5 

g- Was preſent, wanted to retire; but Olympia * 
ne ped him, and continued her recital. 

or I * The two brothers and the two ſiſters were 
of 6“ united at the ſame altar, and at the ſame hour. 


The wedding was in common. The dinner was 


ug 

'A 6 dreſſed at the Caſtle; we invited the whole vile 
I WR" lage; and the ſpectacle of the happineſs of the 
ald two bridegrooms and the two families was the 
cal WY leaſt affecting part of the ſcene. 


= © This good old man had juſt given them: he 
We © nuptial benediction: he ſat between the two 
* mothers; their daughters were next to them, 

* and oppolite were the two bridegrooms cach by the 
| 7 d 
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10 Gde of his father. As ſoon as every body had 
* taken their places, and-we had drawn round the 
« hall table, (for the company was numerous) 
« Vincent aroſe with ruſtie dignity that inſpired 
c reſpect, and pronounced theſe words—- 
My friends, this happy day, which two good 
« fathers have choſen to unite their children, is not 
only a feſtival for the two families, but for the 


whole village; it is a feſtival for us all. It is 


« now fifty years ſince our good paſtor, this vene- 


© rable man, our friend, the friend of our fathers, 


« who has ſeen us almoſt all born, and who has 


« ſince watched over us like a good and faithful 


< ſhepherd; it is now fifty years ſince he came 


44 to take charge of his flock; and in the ſpace of 


* fo many years he has not let a day paſs without 
* doing good. Arbitrator and conciliator of all the 
differences of the pariſh, and of each family, he 


© has appeaſed a thouſand diſputes, and excited , | 


6c none: he has put a ſtop to a thouſand law ſuits, 
5 and never had one in his life : the unfortunate 


& never had a more tender friend to conſole, not | 


* the poor a better father to relieve them. In 


& ſhort, it is now fifty years that his leſſons and 5 


ce his examples teach us to live like friends and ho- 
& neſt men. It is his love for us; it is our love 
6c for him, it is this kind of religious and holy al- 


« liance i 
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cc liance, which is renewed to-day ; it is to this 
« wedding of the pariſh that you are united. May 
& it draw down VER. 8 bn upon our . chil= 
ce dren's marriage.” _ 

I «aannot expreſs to you bow much the wats 
: | 66 village and We ourſelves were affected at this 
ſpeech. Let him if poſſible live fifty years 
&« longer, exclaimed they: the holy man, the wor- 
« thy and honeſt paſtor, who never did any " 
& but good. — 

« Ah, Madam ! ſtop, I 1 you;“ ſaid "0 
„No, I will tell all. More affected himſelf than 
« you fee him at preſent, (for this is only a remem- 
« brance) the good old man was loſt as it were in 
« the expreſſion of his humble gratitude, He 
e covered his face with both his hands, and tor- 
<« rents of tears ſtreamed from his eyes. From time 
* to time he looked up to heaven, either to offer 


he up a tribute of praiſe, or to recommend his chil- 
ted : e dren to-its protection. | — 

its, . What can I ſay in ſhort? this unlooked for 
ate incident took ſuch ſtrong hold on every mind, 
not that the new married couple forgot themſelves, 


he fathers and mothers thought no longer of 
and WT << their children. Suſan looked now and then at 
ho- © Louiſa; but it was to remark her ſenſibility at 
love “ the triumph of virtue, As to me, my emotions 
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& were ſo ſtrong, that I do not think I ever expe- 


« rienced in my life a moment of more lively or 
* more delightful happineſs; and if the violins had 
not brought back gaiety and awakened mirth, 
* every one would have retired weeping from the 
«wedding. But the Vicar was the firſt to drink 
te the health of the brides and bridegrooms, and of 
« the fathers and mothers ; nor did he forget ours, 
% Wine exhilarated our ſpirits, ſinging made the 
6e ſcene ſtill more gay and animated, and when we 

* roſe from table a dance WO the revolu» 
© tion,” 
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THE FIFTH STORY. 


8 ſoon as Olympia had dene: Ariſtus, 
ſaid ſhe, to one of her old friends, * jt is 
00 your turn now to fill the e Ariſtus ſpoke” 
in theſe terms: 
| 4 The inſtances you have juſt given of the: eaſe 
* with which we make thoſe about us happy, when 
cc we reſide in the country, make me recollect that 
J once enjoyed the pleafures of beneficence at 
& fo cheap a rate, that I bluſh ſtill at its coſting me 
« ſo little. | Fo 
« I was in a village, at the houfe of an amiable 
C woman, who was uncommonly beautiful, though 
< rather paſt her prime, and whoſe unaffected po- 
WT << liteneſs attracted ſociety like a magnet. The 
N * neighbourhood of Clarenton often made the 
: << bridge acroſs the Marne the limits of our walks. 
: “There while reſting ourſelves we turned our 
(eyes upon the various and changing picture of a 
= hich-road continually animated. 
= © This rapid circulation of movements, all di- 
5 © rected by ſelt-intereſt towards the general end of 
= common utility; this perpetual exchange of la- 
: “ bour 
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ce hour and good offices, made us admire in a this; or- 
* ganization of civil ſociety, the wondrous works 
« of neceſſity. What an induſtrious coincidence 
& of the innumerable wheels that compoſe the im- 
© menſe machine] what is the invincible connec- 
© tion that unites them ? and what is the ſpring 
& that animates them all, and puts them in mo- 
tion? one alone, reciprocal want. The moral 
view of nature is like the phyſical one: aſtoniſh- 
< ment; ever follows meditation. In one a leaf, 
a blade of graſs, becomes a. prodigy when atten- 
I tively obſerved; in the other, the huſbandman- 
driving his plough, the ſeaman on the deck of 
his veſſel, and the waggoner carrying to town 
„ the productions of his country, are aſtoniſhing 
© men, when conſidered as eſſential parts of focial 
* mechaniſm, and when in this ſyſtem we fee all 
« the agents of the common ſubſiſtence, united, 
© and put in motion by the fame law, attraction.“ 
I here give you a ſpecimen. of our converſa- 
tions, that you may not take us for ſilly loiterers 


on the champaign road, employed about nothing, 


and whiling away our time with empty heads 

# and vacant minds.“ | 

One evening when we were ſitting at the foot 

« of the bridge, a man of the lower order of p:ople 

with grey hun, and a lame leg, and nnn, able 
6c to 
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| 8 to get on with the help of a tick paſſed before 
« us, followed by a young water ſpaniel, and ſaid 
to the women in whoſe company I was:. La- 
4 dies will you buy my dog? —“ As each of them 
ce had her own, and as his was not of the kind wo- 
* men are oo of, they anſwered . did not 
c want one. 5 

„(Then coming up to me, he ſaid in a more 0 
& ſing tone of intreaty:— Do, Sir, buy my dog? 
& would have bought it inſtantly,” ſaid Juliet. 
„This amiable movement ought, I muſt confeſs, 
Mis, to have preceded reflection; but kindneſs 
« js not ſo active a ſentiment in every heart as it is 
« in yours. My firſt word was a refuſal, ſoftened 
& however by all the reſpect due to the unfortu- 
„nate. EF a 

& The old man ſtood for a moment motionleſs 
4 hefore me; he caſt on me a look of ſadneſs and 
& left me diſcontented with myſelf. | 

As he walked ſlowly up the bridge, I had time 
© to diſcover the cauſe of the confuſed reproach 
& conveyed by his eyes, and repeated by my own 
„heart. At the very ſame inſtant I recollected 

ce that my, friend the Count,, de C had loſt 

64 dog he was very fond of: As I thought that 
* the capacity of a water-ſpaniel was not infe- 
40 rior to the A of the Siberian dog my friend 


D 5 —_—_ had 
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* had loſt, I determined he ſhould b i, and 
«c called back the old man, 
What do you aſk for your dog ?” ſaid J.— 
What you pleaſe,” ſaid he. Here, Miſs, it 
s would be eaſy to make myſelf appear liberal, by 
_ *embelliſhing the truth; but Irather chuſe to con- 
« feſs that I was not very generous, I was not rich, 
« and a piece of ſix livres was all I had about me at 
& that moment. I offered it to him; he accepted 
« it without any marks of repugnance, and ſaid 
„hen he received it:“ The dog is yours.“ — 
„But,“ ſaid I, “he will get away; I have no ſtring 
to lead him by,”—* It is however neceſſary to 
& have one,” ſaid he, * for otherwiſe he would 
* follow me.”—— Then undoing his garter, he 
called his dog, took it in his arms, and ſet it upon 
* the balluſtrade of the bridge. You make me 
« ſhudder,” ſaid Juliet,“ it fell into the water.“ 
„Don't be afraid, Miſs, the dog did not fall; it let 
* jts maſter put his garter round its neck, and I 
perceived that while tying it, the old man's hands 
« trembled. This L attributed to age, for his 
„ countenance, which I obferved attentively, did 
not change. Fut when he had tied the knot, I 
ſaw him let his head fall upon his deg, and hid- 
46 ing his forehead in its rough hair, and with his 
| „ mouth 
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t mouth glewed to its body, he hung over it for 
«* ſome minutes mute and motionleſs, vi 
« ] ſtepped up to him.—* What is the matter, 
* friend?” ſaid I. Nothing,“ ſaid he, lifting up 
« his head; * it will ſoon be over.” —And I ſaw 
< his face all bathed in tears You ſeem to feel a 
great deal of regret at parting with vour dog? 
« Alas! yes, he is the only friend I had in the 
© world, We never were aſunder, It was he 
tl who guarded me when I was aſleep on the road; 


„and when he ſaw me ſuffering and forſaken, the 


<** poor beaſt pitied me, and comforted me with his 
* carefſes. He loved me ſo much, that I can do : 
* no lefs than love him. But all this ſignifjes no- 
„thing, Sir, the dog is yours.”—And then he 
gave ine the end of the garter he had tied round 
its neck. You muſt ſuppoſe me to be very 
« cruel, if you think me capable of depriving you 
ce of a faithful friend, and of the only one you have 
< ih the world.” —He did not inſiſt any longer; 3 
«hut he wanted to return me the miſerable crown. 
] told him to keep the crown and the dog, and 
<< at laſt got the better of his reſiſtance, Then I 
18 ſaw his knees bend. Oh! Sir, I owe you 

« my life, It is Bunge, that has reduced me o ; 
wy this cruel extremity.” 5 


Va 4 From 
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From that moment, you will needs think that 
© he had two friends inſtead of one. I deſired to 
„ know who he was, whence he came, and whi- 
« ther he was going, and what had * him ta 
, ſuch a ſtate of infirmity _ 

Thank heaven,” faid he, lived fifty 3 
ec by the ſweat of my brow, and yeſterday for tlie 
4 firſt time, I ſuffered the humiliation of aſking 
„ charity. Iwasa carpenter in Lorrain, and my 
© trade gave me.bread,; but an accident diſabled me 
4 from ſtanding up to work:: a ſplinter of wood 
ce occaſioned an incurable ſore in my leg. I am 
7 going to Rouen to fee my daughter; ſhe is an ex- 
4 cellent ſpinner and earns her livelihood in the 
tc cotton manufactories. When with her, I ſhall 
« want for nothing. But as I got: on ſlowly on ac- 
“count of my fore leg, and come from far, the lit- 
ce tle money I had amaſſed was not ſufficient for 
* my journey. I have been obliged to ſolicit alms; 
«© but as I do not look like a pauper, I met with 
little relief, I was faſting; my dog remained 

— Theſe words ſtifled his voice. 

At your age, in the heat of ſummer, and with 
6A ſore leg, i] will never ſuffer you,” ſaid I, © to 
£6 undertake a journey of thirty leagues by land, 
« twice as much if you go by water: it would ag- 
e gravate your diſeaſe, and render it incurable, if 
66 it 
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& jt he not ſo already. Come with me. Provi- 
« dence offers you here an aſylum, where you will 
* find reſt, remedies, and perhaps a cure.” The: 
« old man, who looked at me with joyful aſtoniſh-- 
ment, unticd his dog, and let me conduct him to: 
ce the hoſpital on the other ſide of the bridge. 

] was not known there; but in theſe reſpecta- 
«ble houſes, indigence and infirmity recommend 
&©« themſelves, The prior liſtened with emotion to 
6 the recital of our adventure, ſent for the moſt 
&« {kilful ſurgeon in the hoſpital, and made him ex- 
amine the fore, I ſhuddered at ſeeing to what a 
« degree it was envenomed by the ſummer heats, 
*« and the fatigue of the journey.—“ There is no 
« time to be loft,” faid the ſurgeon; « but it is 
& not too late, and I will undertake to fave the 
4 Jeg. He will be cured then?” e Yes, Sir, 
4] anſwer for it. This was the moment of 
my joy and happineſs.—< Gentlemen,” ſaid I, 
<<-ſpare nothing; I will do every thing that 
* may be neceſſary. ( All that is neceſſary,” 
« faid the prior with a look of modeſt ſeverity, ** Is 
£<6:20 1 85 the ſiek man to us, and to confide in our 
Gregg 77: 15.7 7 
I felt that I had injured the delicacy of the 
40 8 father, and made him an apology.—“ Büt 
would it not,” ſaid I, * be impoſing upon your 

| © „ goodneſs, 
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. gr if L requeſted that his faithful friend 
8 —&< Yes, Sir, his friend, his dog ſhall 
« bear him company: we alſo know how to value 
«© the inſtinct of friendſhip,” _ | =- 
. « 6& Thoſe words of the reverend father, this re- 
ie ception, this ready care, this tranquil piety, this 
e ſerviceable humanity, this habit of doing good at 
c every hour and at every moment, without ſeem- 
ing to be conſcious of any merit, made a deep 
55 1impreſhon upon me. What, ſaid J to myſelf, 
4 for my pitiful crown, and a few ſteps in the 
C ſervice of an unfortunate man, ] am tranſported 
«© with joy, and contented with myſelf beyond 
e meaſure! and theſe religious, who paſs their days 
b and nights in nurſing, attending, and relieving. 
40 the poor, and who do more good in a day, than 
1 ſhall ever do in my life, do not even deign to 
\ © think of it. This indeed is meritorious and 
2 ſublime. 
| & Before I left the old man, I wk his * 
44 ter's addreſs, that I might ſend her an account of 
her father, and went to join the ladies, who were 
e waiting for me on the other ſide of the bridge. 
J could not avoid telling them what had paſſed; 
and my forry preſent mingled a little ridicule 
„with che Jams of my recital ; but I defied them 
| | 0 ts 
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to be more generous, and told them that till te 


e old man ſhould be cured, I was his treaſurer. - 


Our ſociety in the country often changed, and 


& whenever a new face arrived, I was deſired to re- 
6 peat my tale. [ never failed to mention the offer 


of my crown, and this excels of liberality never 


« failed to draw upon me ironical admiration.” — 
« A crown,” ſaid they, “a crown to the good old 
man for ſo invaluable a dog!“ And you, 
„ Sir,” ſaid I, and you, Madam, how much 
„would you have given ?—Every one named a 
* ſmaller or greater ſum, according as his ſenſibi- 


“ lity had been worked upon by wy narrative, | 
Well!“ faid I, „ the old man is not far off, and 


every one may do what he would have done in 


my place. They vied with one another in gene- 
s rofity, and I for my ſhare, thanked heaven for 


having given me, inſtead of riches, the talent 
of moving the rich. At length I announced the 
& wiſhed for day when my old man would come 


& with his dog to return thanks to his benefactors, + 
© The houſe was full, I went to the hoſpital to 


e fetch him; and after having expreſſed my heart- 
« felt gratitude to the good fathers, and my venera- 


< tion for ſo ſacred an inſtitution, and for functions 
& ſo piouſly fulfilled, I brought him with me al- 


60 moſt as active, and as joyous as his ſpaniel. 
| | D 4 They 
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They were both received with joyful excla- 


4. mations; but the dog was taken the moſt notice 


“ of, Never in his life did he receive ſo many 
careſſes. He was at firſt confuſed, - but he ſoon 
returned them, with a look that. feemed to ſay, 
* he knew why he was fo well treatec. 
The good old man dined with us, and his dog 
e befide him. They flept together, and the follow- 
ing morning, at the dawn of day, came to take 
leave of me. The honeft man's little treaſure 

vas delivered to him. I told him in vain that F 
& had contributed but little. —* I am indebted to 
« you for all,” ſaid he, and I will never forget it.“ 
On ſaying theſe words he wanted to throw him 
© ſelf at my feet; but I held him up, and, finding 
« gurſelves in one another's arms, we took leave 
& as ne as two old friends wouls _ x 
e done. 

„ Sir,“ ſaid he; at 1 0 85 am going away, 
* joaded with your favours ; but will you permit 
s me to beg one more Vou have embraced me 3 

« pray deign to kiſs my dog. I wiſh to tell my 
daughter that you kiſſed my dog. Come here, 


« Sprightly,” faid he, © Come, the gentleman will 


© be good enough to do you that honour.” — 
* Sprightly ſtood up on his hind legs, and I ſtooped 
6. towards him, when all at once the image of the 
n 1 Hold 
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4 old man hanging, like me, over his dog, and 
* thinking he was kiſſing him for the laſt time, 
& ruſhed into my mind, and I could not refrain 
& from tears. Ah! you negle& him,” ſaid 
& the old man, keep him, he is ſtill your's,” — 
No, my friend, no; go and be happy. I am 
more ſo myſelf than I have deſerved to be; and 
your image, and that of your _ will bn 9285 
40 fice to make me ſo in idea. 


3 
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THE SIXTH STORY. 


Ov have already heard,” ſaid the Vicar, 
e which was the happieſt day of my life. 


3 2. I muſt try then and recollect another, leſs happy, 


0 but a happy one notwithſtanding. 
| «© There lives in this neighbourhood a 90 
% man, who, after having ſerved his king and 
« country with diſſinction, retired to his family, 
* graced by that honourable - reward of valour,* 
Which two of his children, as well as he, have 
already received.“ M. de l'Ormon?“ faid 
« Olympia. —“ Yes, Madam, the fame; it is of 
4 him that I am about to ſpeak.” 
« His father was as brave and eſtimable as him- 
66 ſelf; but, having ruined himſelf in the ſervice, | 
& left him without a fortune. His only hope was 
"0 therefore the inheritance of an uncle, by whom 
| & he was tenderly beloved. | 
„The name of this uncle, a worthy man, but 
ce fiery and choleric, as is moſt generally the caſe 
« with good-natured people, was M. de Glancy. 


® The croſs of St, Louis, 
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Ec He had two brothers, POrmon and d'Orambre ; 
$ one prodigal, and the other avaricious. Each 
$ of them left a ſon; VOrmon, as I have already 
« ſaid, a ſon deſtitute of fortune; d'Orambre 4 
* fon in opulent circumſtances. De Glancy, 
* thinking himſelf more unſociable than he was 
3 though he was a little ſo, it is true, 
preferred celibacy to a married ſtate, and paſſed 
“his life in the country, in the improvement of 
© his eſtate. 
Rich uncles, who wo: no children of their 
* own, are ſeldom neglected by their nephews; 
M. de Glancy, however, thought he was by 
* young l Ormon. He often complained to me, 
% and I tried to keep him in good humour, 
6 Diſcipline, in time of war, is ſo ſevere,” ſaid J, 
*« and ſuch a conſtraint upon youth, that a 
little liberty; in time of peace, is but a neceſſary 
e compenſation. M. de POrmon comes ſeldom 
„to ſee you Fis true ; but, when he is here, I al- 
« ways remark that he is chearful, contented, and 
„“ happy in partaking of your kindneſſes; and, 
indeed, I have often heard him. ſpeak of them 
<« with the ſincereſt gratitude,” | 
+ Fine words,” ſaid the uncle ; « for my part, 
„ I only believe in actions. There is my ne- 
6 cher d'Orambre, he is rich, he does not ſtand 
D 6 ee 
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eu in need of my favours, he ieceivek|nbne 3 and 
* yet with what diligence does he perform, in 


2 regard to me, all the duties that as ral 


" OL. in | 
Well, I would lay a my fad 1 , ce that 
* your Heart-cannot help, ſometimes, ſpeaking in 
« 2 of l'Ormon. . No doubt,” ſaid he, 
« 'becauſe we are more inclined to love thoſe who 


5 by are in want of our love. But that is. what 


makes him the more inexcufable i in my eyes.? 


Sir,“ ſaid I to him one day, when he 


« complained with more bitterneſs than uſual; 
1 you will think me a fingular man; but I never 


| « knew how to diſguiſe my way of thinking. 


© God forbid that I ſhould leſſen in your eſteem, 


« the merit of M. d Orambrẽ's aſſiduity and com- 
« plaiſance, or throw the ſmalleſt cloud over the 


6 ſentiments he profeſſes in your regard; I think 
«© them the more praiſe-worthy as thty are more 


i ” diſintereſted ; but, if I had a poor nephew, I 


% ſhould not like to ſee him ſo careful to pleaſe : 
« A free, eaſy, and natural behaviour, would 


_ © baniſh from my thoughts the motives and de- 
* ſigns of a greedy and vigilant heir. I ſhould 


« wiſh to fee him depend upon my bounty, and 


* not purſue it with too much ardor. What be- 
*.M comes M. d Orambrè would not be equally fit- 


$3 "ol 


tir ting in M. de POrmon ; and, it is my opinion, 
4 that he abſtains putpoſely from thoſe marked 
4e attentions that you think he neglects. His no- 
ble mind feels a repugnance at every thing that 
6 looks like adulation; and he rather chooſes, 
6 in the ſituation he is in, to merit your good 
will, by his h6nourable conduct, than to ſeem 
to cultivate it with che impatient hope of oon 
« reaping the fruits of his aſſiduity F“ 
Jo all this he made anfwer, that he knev 
„ my partiality for M. de l'Ormon; that I pleaded 
his cauſe very ably ; but that, unfortunately, 
ce the judge was not eaſily to be miſled. I ſaw, 
„ however, that I relieved him, by helping him 
ec to pardon. his nephew. Sometimes he ſported 
„with the complaiſance of my morality ; and 
« from the indulgence with which I defended 
« young libertines, he was inclined to believe,“ 
« he ſaid, „that I had been one myſelf.“ 
& He uſed to call me the convenient Doctor; and 
«© thus were the clouds of his ill humour diſpelled, 
<< from time to time, and his GON taken 1 55 
44 into favour. 
One day, when he had invited me to dine 
4 with him, I found him more gloomy and ſe- 
W i rious en ever ſeen him, I aſked him 
: 26: | 4. the 
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© the reaſon, —<< Let us take our dinner quietly 


ce firſt,” ſaid he, and then I will tell you.“ 

The dinner was a filent one; and, after it 
10 was over, he cloſeted me with him. Vo 
« are going to hear,” faid he, with what de- 
«© pree of reſpect I am treated by that nephew 


1 whom you have ſo often praiſed and juſtified — 


e He has been married theſe fix months, without 


_ my knowledge or conſent.”—* If it be fo,” 
4 ſaid], he is highly n “If it beſo! 


* Yes, Sir, it is ſo! * faid he, with a thundering 
« voice, and his eyes ſparkling with anger.— 


And how did you learn it? . By the deep af- 


66 fliction of his couſin, who concealed from me 
4 the cauſe, At laſt I inſiſted, I forced him to 
Robey, and he confeſſed all. L'Ormon is mar- 
” ried, He was married ſecretly, but finding 
s himſelf on the eve of becoming a father, he was 
“ obliged to take the quality of huſband.” — 
4 Tt is no doubt a fooliſh match,” ſaid I; „ but I 
« dare engage he has at leaſt made a choice at 
« which you need not bluſh,” . Oh! no,” ſaid 


40 he, quite the contrary; I have reaſon to be 


pe. $6 proud of it. A Canoneſs, very noble certainly, 


„and without doubt very handſome ; but, like 
* himſelf, without a ſhilling in the world; unlefs 
«6 indeed ſhe haye in ſome corner of the earth, an | 


„old 
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c old uncle, deſpiſed and forgotten, who will leave 
« her his fortune.“ 
This,“ ſaid I, © is the fatal rock on which the | 
C moſt happy diſpoſition, goodneſs, worth itſelf, 
„ and all the hopes of youth too often ſplit. Man 
is weak at every time of lite ; but how frail when 
.* only twenty years of age! 
Doctor,“ ſaid he, © I fee links the circui» 
.*© tous road your inſinuating eloquence is taking; 
but I will ſpeak without diſguiſe. L'Ormon is 


Cc 


44 ; 


impudently ungrateful, and I pronounce his 
name for the laſt time, Do not mention him 
<« again to me, or, ſpite of the reſpect I bear you, 

« I will never ſee you more.—* Sir,“ ſaid I, 
falling at his feet, I have only one fayour 
4 to beg. He is, perhaps, notwithſtanding ap- 
«© pearances, more unfortunate than guilty, Deign 
© to hear him before you paſs condemnation.” — 
Never, ſaid he, he ſhall never appear in my 
5+ ſight: I know as much of him as 1 deſire to 
„ know : I know him but too well.” . 
8 57 Then all his rage ſubſided, and he became 
« calm and cool; he even reſumed his eaſe of 
46 mind, and, what I -judged ſtill more terrible, 
< he chatted chearfully with me. I ſaw that his 
© reſolution was taken, and that he thought it 
$f © fixed, Bur time, nature, and religion, would, 


== 
. perhaps, 
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cc vers ſhake it, and it was the beſt way 10 


6c leave them to operate. 
e The young man was in Alface ; and it was 


cc but too true that he was married, 1 ſoon 
«c learned it from himſelf, He wrote me word 
© that, irrevocably determined to form that tye, 
Ge. His had ſeen himſelf reduced to the cruel alter- 
4 native of doing ſo, either without his uncle's 
60 knowledge, or againſt his will; and that he 


© had preferred the leaſt unpardonable of theſe 


4 two offences. He recommended himſelf to me, 
c and begged me, for the fake of the trueſt paſ- 
4 ſion, to intercede for him, and to exert my 
* zeal to ſoften, if poſſible, the anger of an uncle, 


é juſtly irritated, but ever beloved, and whom. 


ait he ſhould conſider, even while labouring under 
4c his diſpleaſure, as an object of the moſt tender 
<< reſpect. He had juſt written to him, and he 
e confided to me a copy of his letter, without any 


20 hope, he ſaid, of W even the ſeyere au- 


ce ſwer he deſerved. 3 
„ This information gave me room to examine, 


at throu gh M. de Glancyꝰs ſilence and ill humour, 


* the impreſſion that might have been left by 
«« POrmon's humble and affecting confeflion of 
* his faults and his regret. I obſerved him with 


attention, and I did not e that tlie calm 


. into 
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4c into which he had fallen, after the heat of his 

© paſſion Was over, was at all diſturbed. His ſoul 

4 ſeemed ä and no 8 705 affected at 1 | 
thing. 

&« D'Orambre came to ſee him, ad was itt 
& hopes that the reception he would give this ne- 
c phew, would diſcover ſome reſentment at the 
* offence of the other; for my greateſt fear was 
eto ſee him altogether unconcerned. I ſhoultl 
% have preferred, on M de I'Ormon's account, the 
© moſt violent ill- will, to this tranquil and ſevere 
“ indifference, But d'Orambre was received as 
«© uſual, with neither greater nor leſs demonſtra- | 
« tions of friendſhip; I only remarked a profound 
“ ſilence, which no doubt was enjoined him, itt 
{© regard to the fituation of his coun. In all 
«© other reſpects our converſation was as free 
«-and eaſy as ever. L'Ormon ſeemed quite-ob4 
& literated from his uncle's memory. Three 
© whole years elapſed without his * en to 
ce be once revived. 5 

& In the mean time what bien of this due 
& tunate young man with a wife and two children? 
& (for ſhe has made him a father for the ſecond 
cc time) all that remained of the ruins of his for- 
t tune was a little farm, beyond Corbeil, ſituated 
6 ne two royal f * and over- 
8 D 
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run by the game. He aſked, as a ts per- 
10 miſſion to incloſe it with a quickſet hedge and a 
& ditch. He obtained it, and came to take ſhel- 
« ter, with his wife and children, under the crazy 
« roof of the old farm-houſe. 
We often wrote to each other; and, in the 
4% courſe. of our correſpondence, | he was far from 
* lamenting his misfortune, and wiſhed me to 
„ conſider it in as light a manner. His pay as 
„captain, a ſmall penſion he had obtained for a 
4 brave action, and the produce of the little ſpot 
6 of ground he had contrived te render fertile, had 
te put him, he ſaid, above want; thank Heaven, 
he no longer regretted the loſs of his uncle's 
4 kindneſs, but from the moſt diſintereſted ſenti- 
« ment; and accordingly when he wrote to him, 
„ twice a year, as I had adviſed him to do, he ex- 
4 preſſed himſelf like an independent man, and an 
| * affectionate nephew, without ſpeaking of any 
1 $ other misfortune than that of * incurred 
„ his diſpleaſure. 

_ Having heard that ſome males! . 
& required my preſence at Paris, he wrote me 
4e word that he hoped, as I ſliould paſs along the 
$ road near Corbeil, I would not refuſe to croſs 
& the Seine, to ſee him in his retreat. This I 
„ doubtleſs ſhould have done.. 
R % Pn Re &< He 


40 
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He was in the field at the moment of my ar- 


rival; but I was received by a woman, whoſe 


air and demeanour would have efinobled even a 
cottage. Nothing could be plainer than her dreſs, 
nor any thing more noble and ihtereſting than 
the character of her countenance. On hear- 


ing my name, a ſlight cloud of ſorrow ſeemed to 
be diſpelled, and a look of joy beamed from her 
eyes.“ Sir,” ſaid ſhe, I experience, at this 


moment, that nothing in the world is more 
agreeable than the preſence of a true friend, 
whom we ſee for the firſt time. M. de l' Ormon 


himſelf could not be happier than I am at a viſit 


* from the Vicar of Verval.—“ My joy, Ma- 
dam, ſaid I, with a figh, © is far from being. — 
pure as your's; nor is it here, I muſt confeſs, _ 


< that I ſhould have deſired to fee you.. Why 


ce 
40 
cc 
(66 
cc 
cc 
cc 


cc 


not?” ſaid ſhe, with a charming chearfulneſs 
of manner. Am I not in a deſirable ſitua- 


tion? Have I not my huſband and children 


about me? The privations we undergo can 
only be painful to ſloth and vanity ; and theſe 
are vices we may very well do without. Beſides, 
when we have been well aware of our deſtiny, 


and have been the authors of it ourſelves, we 
= 


cannot do leſs than find courage to ſupport it. 


.« L'Ormon did not hide from me the unfortunate 


6 ſituation 
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e ſituation he was left in by his father, nor the dan»- 
1 ger of being difinherited' by his uncle, if he 
* ſhould marry without his conſent; © and his 
* conſent,” ſaid he, & we "ſhall never obtain! 
Vou would have obtained it,“ ſaid I, “ if he 
* could have known yon; and I myſelf would have 
$ procured him that happineſs. You ſhould have 
done me the favour to paſs for my niece, and he 
«ſhould have feen you at my houſe.. Beautiful 
without ornament, juſt as you are now, you 
. would have enchanted him. So much good 
* ſenſe and decency, a mind fo cultivated and well- 
iſ ordered, and ſuch a ſweet and noble diſpoſition 
il Ae would have made a due impreſſion. He would 
a ſor! have been brought to ſay to me: Why 
have not I ſuch a niece! and I would anfwered: 
**:;tis in pk n have me a one ane 
il & you ple F F 
ft % Your. fmeiful romance, my I Vicar,” 
Fail ſhe, is very flattering to me; but. ſuch an 
C idea could ſtrike you alone. The only alterna- 
:66 tive left to our choice, was to join our hands 
& without his knowledge, which was no more than 
a ſimple offence, or to do fo againſt his conſent, 
after having aſked it, and that would have been 
an inſult.— He may e me the one, ſaid. 
4 nn ce the other. never. Do not let us 
1631623752. 2 | 4 deceive 
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te deceive ourſelves,” anſwered I. * In the eyes 
of a man fo haſty and punetitious as M. de 
 «& Glancy, not only the fault of marrying againſt 
© his conſent, but that of doing ſo unknown to 
< him, may be an unpardonable crime, and ef- 
« trange him from you irrevocably.—Let us 
< place ourſelves in this ſituation, and then aſk our 
hearts if we ſtand in need of him to be happy. 
& His anſwer was ſincere: he drew a picture of 
© the life we lead here, and ſubmitted it to my 
& conſideration. I loved; I was beloved; I bound- 
* ed there my ambition; and I prefer this obſcure 
ce and quiet life, ſuch as you ſee it, to all the mag- 
& nificence and luxury of fortune.” Thus ſpoke 
< the intereſting and beautiful Anaſtaſia, —_ 
« L*Ormon returned from his rural occupations, 
©: and ſprang forward as ſoon as he ſaw me. My 
% worthy friend,” ſaid he, .I have at laſt the plea- 
ſure of prefling you in my arms. You thought, 
<< no doubt, you ſhould find me wretched; but you 
4% have ſeen my wife and are undeceived. Have 
you kiſſed my children? here they are both; let 
them careſs you. They will know one day or 
c other what their father owes you, and they will 
„ be grateful. My dear we muſt kill the falcon.“ 


3 An alluſion to one of Boccace's tales. 


«You 
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« You will have no oppotivhiryſhere,; my good 
4 Vicar, of exerting yohr eloquence againſt luxury. 
„ You' will make a dinner worthy of the golden 
„age, 1 give you notice; nor will you dine with 
„ people of the iron one.” While he was ſpeaking, 
*< I had taken his eldeſt boy upon my knee: I 
“ kiſſed him with the tears ſtanding in my eyes. 
„What does this weakneſs mean, my good 
c Vicar?” ſaid the father with a ſmile. Do you 
look upon my two children with compaſſion ?— 
* Don't be in pain for them, [I have already a 
<<< promiſe that they ſhall both be received at the 
« ſchool of honour and valour ;* and if ever they 
e have any fiſters, as I hope, the girls will find 
„ ſome of the ſons. of my comrades, who will not 
4 diſdain them. They will have for portion, the 
4 example, the leſſons, and the virtues of their 
e mother, perhaps her grace and ſome of her 
“ charms alſo. . I know that fortune is the idol of 
the world; but ſome noble and generous hearts 
44 are ſtill to be found among mankind; . You are 
a proof of it, faid Madame de VOrmon, ** I my 
« dear!“ exclaimed he. If I had poſſeſſed a 
« crown, you would ſtill have done me a favour, 
in permitting me to offer it to you.“ Doc- 
6 tor,” added he, « don't take all this for a 


* Ihe alloy ſchool at Paris. 


C6 FIERY : 
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c phraſe borrowed from a novel: you never in your 
« life heard any thing more exaQtly G 
„ The ſame affectionate manner led at 
dinner. The contented look of the huſband, 
e the ſerenity of the wife, the fortitude of both, 
* and the character and kindneſs, openneſs, and 
* cordiality that ennobled their poverty, ſo dif» 
guiſed it, that I could not perſuade it uy 


were in want of any thing. 
„However, after dinner, going out with VOr- 
« mon to walk over what he ironically ſtyled his 
„domains, I could not help aſking him if he was 
really as happy as he ſeemed to be?“ “ No,“ 
faid he, Thave a weight upon my heart; 1 ſwear 
<< to you, my friend, by all that is facred, that it 
is not my regret for the fortune J have forfeited: | 
but the reproach of the fayours which I have re- 
« ceived, and for which it is believed, with ſome 
1 appearance of truth, that J have made an ungrate- 
« ful return: if M. de Glancy were convinced that 
„ have never ceaſed to love, honour, and conſider 
„him as a ſecond. father, no man in the world 
„would be happier than I, though reduced to this 
« ſtate of indigence and diſtreſs, My only con- 
« cern is my appearing ungrateful, and the not be- 
ing able even to hope that my uncle will be one 
« Jay undeceived. 


« He 


* 


He ſhall be fo, if poſſible, ſaid . But he 
. has forbid me to mention your name; and I know 
his diſpoſition: we muſt wait till he come round, 
4 and not oppoſe him. 
„Our farewell was Acebpunied hs the moſt 
tender proteſtations of unalterable friendſhi p. I 
*«Kiffed the two: ſweet children a thouſand times 
v over; | embraced their good father: ſhall I con- 
« feſs all? I let their mother kiſs me, and ſet off. 
e But I was ſad during my journey. The more 
** my friends had ſeemed reconciled to this misfor- 
tune, the leſs I was ſatisfied. I have ever felt re- 
40 gret at ſeeing riches in the hands of thoſe that are 
10 greedy of them, and have ever wiſhed them in 
* the poſſeſſion of thoſe who look upon them with 
4 the greateſt indifference. 
At the time of which I am e M. de 
py Verval was ſtill alive, and was here. I wrote to 
* him from Paris as he had deſired me, and ſaid a 
* few words in my letter of the matter that occu- 
pied my thoughts. But the place. as well as the 
4 perſons, was in blank. He took my recital for 
41 a tale that I had invented to embelliſh my jour- 
% ney. He was at dinner when my letter was de- 
4 livered to him. — Ah!” ſaid he, „it is the 
4 good Vicar, who ſends me an account of his wel- 


« fare. And do you know how he paſſes his time 
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& at Paris? In rid novels. Here is a ſpecimen 


66: of them and he read my letter aloud, The = 


© uncle was one of the company. He knew to 
<« what place his nephew had retired; d'Orambre 
& had informed him of it, and this place was in my 
% way. The ſituation ſtruck him: he divined the 
© reſt, and withdrew penſive and agitated; but the 
10 ſuſpicion aroſe in his mind that I myſelf had fallen 
ce on this way to move him, and that the arrival of 
< my letter at the moment of M. de Verval's din- 
cc "et; had been concerted before hand. 
On my return, I went to ſee him. He re- 
cc ceived me coldly, ſaid a word or two about my 
& journey, and hardly anſwered my inquiries te- 
= ſpecting himſelf and his health, At length 
5 after a long ſilence, he ſaid to me with a frown : 
© knew, Sir, that you poſſeſſed a great many ta- 
< lents, but I did not know that the OI of 
* tales was one of the number.” —“ Tales! 1 
Sir?“ “ Yes, Sir, tales that are read at M. de 
* Verval's table, and that are found very enter- 
„ taining,” —** 1 underſtand you, Sir, you are 
„ ſpeaking of a letter, in which I deſcribed in 
te 2 yague and haſty manner what I had juft ſeen, 
ca family rendered happy by its virtues in the 
cc midſt of poverty. But this is no fiction; it is 
a the exact truth. And this truth, Sir, you take 
2 E La pleaſure 


Ca pleaſure, in divulging ! be 
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. oy Alas! can it be 
66 K ce I have however faid no more than 

the moſt diſcreet friendſhip may ſay; and I ſaid it 
5 33 A man may then expoſe his friend 


6 innocently !?? ſaid he in an angry tone. And 


« who told you, Sir, that I was ſpeaking of you?” 
© —Who told me? I, who heard it, and ſaw too 
s plainly that the ſcene was concerted, and that 1 
« was only invited to be put to the bluſh.” —— 
&« Neither M. de Verval, nor myſelf,” ſaid I, * riſ- 


© ing to go away, © are capable of ſuch flight ofhand 
| © tricks. As to me, heaven knows that the inten- 


“tion you aſcribe to me, never entered my imagina- 


tion; and I am aſtoniſhed that you do not know 


eme better.” —* What ! you are going away?“ ſaid 
he with emotion. —* Yes, I am going away, that I 
may no longer be witneſs to your injuſtice.” — 
&« Injuſtice to complain, when after having made a 


% myſtery l.. .. ... He ſtopped. „Of what have I 


c made a myſtery?” ſaid I, preſſing him to ex- 


64 plain himſelf.— Of your connections with a 
man who hasembittered my exiſtence.” —** This 
_ « was what I was waiting for, Sir,” ſaid I, © it 


« is not in my nature to be a ſharer in reſentment 
„of which the rigour and duration equally grieve 
„ me, It is repugnant to my profeſſion, and ſtill 
ec more ſo to my diſpoſition, As to my connec» 


„ tions 
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« tions, I make a myſtery of chem to no one. It 
«35 true, that with you I have obſerved a ſilence 
impoſed by yourſelf; but it-is not the ſilence of 
« diffimulation ; and thofe who do not chuſe to 
{© know what I think, ſhall at any rate know f 
what 1 do. What is more, IL declare I will never 
% have the weakneſs to ſacrifice friendſhip for any 
„man.“ And I, Sir,” ſaid he, with vehemence; 
I] am not then your friend? have two; you 
* are one; but 1 ſhall not abandon the other. 
© The other is a madman.” He may have been 
< ſo perhaps; but he is not ungrateful, he is'a mart 
* of honour and I thought him unfortunate; all 
+ theſe titles are ſacred in my eyes.. Unfortu- 
nate] can he be otherwiſe?” “ It is his misfo - 
<« rune to love and revere an unjuſt man who hates 
*© him.” —* Again! an unjuſt man!“ - Yes; 
„very unjuſt, to make a crime a fault, and to pro- 
« ſerih e innocence. It ĩs a ſtrange thing,“ added 1, 
ſeeing him affected, that with a bag of gold in 
* our hand, we ſhould think ourſelves armed with 
thunder, and that for a moment of error, deliri- 
eum, cr of that weakneſs of which the cauſe is 
„ fo pardonable, we ſhould glory in being in- 
flexible, and condemn ourſelves to the torment 
„of hating ''—** No I do not hate him; no, I al- 
„ ways loved him, and ſince I muſt ſay fo, I love 
* him ſtill for my misfortune.” -*< For your misfor- 
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© tune! merciful Wem! nt wen 1 ee to 
love one's own blood. Yes, it is a great one 
4 for Yay too tender heart, wounded by ingrati- 
c tude.” —* No, no ingratitude, ſaid I, inter- 
4 rupting him. That vice has never infected 
cc the mind of the virtuous young man, who loves, 
& who honours you, who bleſſes you in the midſt of 
ce his poverty, and who wouldſhed his blood in your 
cc defence.” © Let him comethen,” ſaid he, and 
«.throw himſelf into my arms with his wife and 
* children; for I am weary of all this; I muſt put 
an end to it; Iam in want of fleep, and your 
* romantic piQuresby which I am haunted, rob me 
of my reſt. . Victory,“ cried Juliet, I ex- 
c pected it, andforefaw the moment of your hap- 
* pineſs. . Not yet, Mifs Julipt. you are not 
come to it ryet,“ ſaid the Vicar. I do not 
<< mean to ſay that did not experience great plea- 
& ſure at ſo ſudden à revolution in the heart of 
an angry man, who thought himſelf implacable; 
« but I had ſtill _ "_ to g ed before ul 
65 Was over. N 
„J wrote to 1 ider 105 RPE. tune; 
& nor did he loſe any in obeying che ſummons. 
“His uncle's reconciliation with him was ſincere 
«and affecting: Madame de T'Ormon with her 
6; ak in her arms rendered the ſcene, as you 
r Nac 1 as .- +, moſt 
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ec muſt imagine, (fill more touching; and I looked 

<« on the ſpectacle with delight. But an uneaſineſs 
for which I could not account, ſtill hung about 
cc the heart of M. de Glancy. L'Ormon per- 
« ceived it, and fearful of being troubleſome, begged 
him a-few days after to permit him to go with 
his wife, and attend to the harveſt, _ | 
„„ This ſimplicity of manners did not liſpleaſe 
« M. de Glancy. But their departure, inſtead of 
« afflicting him, as 1 hoped, ſeemed to relieve him 
« from a ſecret inquietude ; and the very next day 
« arrived M. d'Orambre. His ſtay was not long, 


“and he went away leſs contented than uſual. I 1 


e attributed the concern I thought I obſerved in 
« him, to the recall of the poor culprit. 

An the mean time the uncle, without mention- ö 
ing it to us, perceived that his health was gradu- 
KLaally declining. He became every day more ſoli- 
+. tary and unfociable; and at laſt would ſee no- 
body but me. 


« Towards the end of the PORT i FEY 
© tions of approaching death were but too certain. 
My good friend,” ſaid he one day, my blood 
„flows languidly in my veins, I feel an oppreſſion 
4 of the breaſt, and begin to breathe with difficulty); 
* it is time to ſettle my affairs. You ſaw how 
* deeply I was grieved at the miſconduct of one of 

. „my 
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my nephews. In my anger I Mer a will and 
in that will Idifinherited him, bequeathing every 
thing I poſſeſs to the other. I ſent for him, and 
« ſtipulating that the ſecret of theſe my laſt inten- 
tions: ſhould not be diſcloſed till. after my death, 
0 made him depoſitary of it. My anger being ap- 
5 peaſed, and nature, or rather juſtice, reclaiming 
« her rights, I ſent again for d'Orambre, and aſked 
* him for the will I had lodged in his hands.”-— 
«« What, uncle,” ſaid he, could you think that 
*<T would ſuffer a deed to exiſt, that paſſion had 
1 dictated to you? I reſpeRed your reſentment, but 
4 it would have been ciuel in me to take ad- 
vantage of it. I am rich: l'Ormon is not ſo; 
and all his hopes are founded upon your inherit- 
« ance. Your will deprived him of it; I therefore 
* burned it. 1 hope my good uncle will pardon 
me. —* If it be true, my worthy friend, that he 
4 has burned it, it is a noble action; and I believe 
him capable of it: I never ſaw any thing in the 
young man that does not bear witneſs in his fa- 
* your; but I am naturally ſuſpicious, I con- 
40 feſs, and if he had deceived me L a wh 
« ſaying this, he fixed his eyes on mine to conſult 
me; but I caſt them down, and ſilence was my 
only anſwer, —** an me fee "ou to morrow,” 


ſaid 
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ſaid he: „I ſee that this is one of thoſe caſes it in 
« which we ought never to aſk advice.“ 
The next day a new interview took place, and 
« was very intereſting : but he made me promiſe 
eto keep it ſecret to the laſt extremity : I promiſed 
& to do fo, and am reſolved to keep my word. 
From that moment, all the clouds that hung 
« gyer his mind, ſeemed to be diſpelled. He ſent 
«< for his two nephews, treated them both wit 
equal kindneſs, adviſed them to live in friend- 
6 ſhip, begged Madame de I'Ormon to forget what 
6 was paſt, careſſed her children, and in the midſt 
„of his careſſes, often turned his eyes kindly on 
, me, as if in ſign of recommendation. Heaven 
„ knows if I ſtood in need of it! The night before 
„his death, he urged d'Orambre to follow l' Or- 
„ mon's example, and to chuſe a virtuous help- 
„% mate. Alas!” ſaid he, I gave up all that is 
valuable in life, I loſt its only charm, when E 
condemned myſelf to this cold, and comfortleſs 
% widowhood of celibacy.“ 
His difpoſit.on, which was naturally og, had 
*loſt all its harſhneſs; his ſoul had taken a ſofter 
„ texaper, and the kind and tender manner in which 
ehe had received and welcomed l' Ormon, his wife 
and children had ſtrongly affected them, They 
6 wept for him, as for a good father: but their grief 
— 24 4% was 
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« was free from oſtentation; d' ombré's was more 
apparent, and we paſſed ſeveral days after his 
funeral in mingling together our tears and our 
_ ® regret. . 
However L perceived that FCirambrs dt 
60 ally aſſumed the air and manners of maſter of the 
* houſe, that he had an eye upon every thing, and 
& that he had taken poſſeſſion of the keys. 1 
judged from thence that there was ſomething 
& equivocal in his intentions, and ene to 
« bring him to an explanation. 0 
I aſked the two nephews whether it ale not 
a” be proper to have their uncle's effects ſealed up, 
until an inventory could be taken?“ . Its quite 
« unneceffary,” ſaid d' Orambrẽ, with great uncon- 
cern, © we ſhall have no diſpute together. And 
* when I was alone with him; do vou know, 
* Sir,” ſaid he, © that you embarraſſed me. I do 
e not with to hurt POrmon's feelings. It is how- 
« ever neceſſary that he ſhould be acquainted with 
our reſpeCtive ſituation. You know how great 
*« M. de Glancy's eſteem and friendſhip was fof me. 
I am a ſingle man, he knew I was not mi in- 
« clined to matrimony, and he confidered my pro- 
et perty as ſure to revert to YOrmon and his chil- 
* dren, He therefore choſe to join his fortune to 
927 mine, and to make me depoſitary of the whole. 
„ He 


OY 
Ic 


ct 


«Cc 


4 hands. It is a | diſagreeable thing to ſay to a 


£6 


6 


. .v 
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He made me heir to every thing,. and the deed 
which contains his laſt intentions is in my 


man's face; you are kind and prudent, you are 
our friend; and it will better become mY to 
intimate the matter to my couſin. 5 


4 Sir, ſaid I, <it is poffible that M. de Glancy 


(e 
© 
oc 


cc 


may have forgot his natural goodneſs in a mo- 
ment of paſſion and reſentment; but it is one of 
thoſe movements which ought to be forgotten; 


which the law diſcountenances, and of which a 


c man of nice honour would ſcorn to take advan- 


* 


cc 
cc 


a 


ce 
£66 
ce 
cc 
ce 


Cs 
- he 
60 


tage. —“ I do not know,” faid he, in a dry 


„manner, „why you attribute to reſentment, 


a conſtant and invariable predilection, known. 
to every body, and that you have been witneſs 


of yourſelf.“ . Granting,” replied I, “ this 


predilection, of which you have all the appear- 


ances in your favour, could it have made a man, 
who was naturally and ſincerely virtuous, cruel, 


unjuſt, and obdurate to his laſt moment?— 
Could you believe, or would you dare to aſſert 


it? My Reverend Sir, anſwered he, “your 


cc 


zeal goes beyond all bounds. I contain myſelf; 
follow my example.” —* I beg pardon, Sir,” 
ſaid I, „I have only two or three words more 
to ſay, Nature and the law call for a fair divi- 

E 5 | « ſion 


: * 3 | 8 | s 
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 & ſion of M. de Glancy's s fortune. Rich : as you 
are, will not one half be enough for you? Do 
„ you envy M. de L'Ormon the other. If you 
* wiſh to honour your uncle's memory, you will 
&« efface the very remembrance of what he nd 
„ avowed by the moſt unequivocal reconciliation.” 
Every one, Sir,” ſaid he, © has his maxims : 
My way of honouring my uncle's memory is, 
4.1 ec not to counteract his intentions, and to execute 
j 8 his Jaſt will, ”'—< I ſhall infift no further, 
« ſaid I, „and will give you time to change 
« your reſolution ; but if I am reduced to the necef- 
« ſity of defending M. de POrmon's rights, as 1 
4 feel myſelf obliged to do, I give you notice that 
70 1 will attack your immoderate pretenſions, and 
44 ſhall, perhaps, make you repent them,” — 
« A bitter and diſdainful ſmile was the only 
© anſwer to my threat, and he concluded by beg- 
„ ging me to prevail upon L'Ormon to retire 
ge without conteſtation. 
From that moment I deſpaired of * him 
« change his tone. 1 waited however till the fol- 
4% lowing day, to ſee whether reflection would 
4% not bring with it ſome ſentiment of ſname. | 
The next morning I aſked one of his ſervants . 
4 how his maſter had paſſed the night. He aſ- 
« ſured me that he had flept very ſoundly, and 


C6 was 


. \ 
© . Wit oy 
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« Was juſt awake K Indignation took po geckon m 


« me, and I repaired to breakfaſt, armed with all 


«©. my fortitude. He came alſo thither, and with a 
. greater look of unconcern than I had ever ob- 
«. ſerved in him before. M. Orambre,” faid I, 
s as ſoon as 1 ſaw him, you ſeem, laſt night, to 
ic have enjoyed the ſlumber of the juſt.— “ Like 
„ you,“ anſwered the : ſhameleſs wretch.—Like 
4 you, ſcemed to me the exceſs of inſolence. He 
ce carefſed L'Ormon's children, ſpoke in an af 


_. fectionate manner. to their mother, told her, 


„ that her children were his, that he ſhould, in 
ce all probability, never have any others, and that 
4% he would leave the whole of his property to no- 
e body but them. Do not be offended,” added 
« he, addrefling himſelf to L'Ormon, „if our 
« uncle thought proper that they ſhould receive 
« his fortune from my hands; it is a depoſit 

„ that I will preſerve for them with the peatcſt 


& car 
_— e NEE him to explain 
4 wüten. „What!“ replied he coldly, “ has not 
46 the Vicar told you that M. de Glancy made me 
« his heir; and that his will is in my poſſeſſion?” 
„ I. did not tell him,” ſaid I, „and you know 
5 the reaſon why. I wiſhed to leave your con- 
6 ſcience time to ſpeak ; but, ſince it is ſilent, I 
| ä « will 
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83 
ze will be no longer ſo.“—I then turned to the 
* huſband and wife, whom I ſaw ſtanding, ſtruck 
with aſtoniſhment, and gazing. on each other. 
* Do not,” ſaid I, © accuſe that uncle who 
| & ſtretched out his dying arms to you, of having 
cc deceived you. No, do not believe him capable 
* of inſulting the misfortune of your children by 
« a deceitful ſhow of affection, and: perfidious 
© careſſes. Haſty and violent, he may, in the 
* heat of his anger, have meant to difinherit a 
nephew whom he loved, but he could never 


e think of impoſing on him by treacherous kind- 


& neſs. He pardoned you, and, in ſo doing, it 
< was his wiſh that you ſhould be reinſtated in all 
the rights of nature. It was his wiſh that this 
© will, dictated by reſentment, might never be 
«6 known to you. It was his wiſh that it might 

de be deſtroyed; and he aſked for it on purpoſe 
ac that no trace of it might remain; but he was 
66 told that it was burnt.—“ Who told him ſo!“ 
be ſaid the villain.—“ You, Sir.“ I!“— You 
« youtſelf; I have his own word for it. My 
« Reverend Sir, replied he, S. has too 
much advantage when it makes the dead ſpeak; 
<« it runs no Tiſk of being contradicted. “ It is 
<« not I, Sir, whom your uncle would contradict, 
& if his voice could be heard from the bottom of 
p 46 his 
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& his b 'Trecible leſt his aſhes ſhould return 
„e to life, and Heaven, to conſound you, ee 
permit his voice to break tlie ſilenceof death. 
& (On hearing this he looked at me with an in- 
«ſulting ſmile.) Well then, continued I, 
c he ſhall ſpeak, ſince you dare force him to it.” 
& And inſtantly 1 took out of my pocket a fecond 
« will, that the pn ! left in my n 
n 352 2 2 
L 3 Read aloud, Sir aid 1 to rormon 3 8. this 
« contains his laſt intentions?” He read; and, by 
ie this new deed'it was he who was declared fole 
ce heir to all M. de Glancy's fortune. N 

„D' Orambrè was thunder- ſtruck, a" re- 
© mained a moment ſilent; but he ſoon recovered 
«© his audacity. It is evident,” ſaid he, that 
c this will is the effect of auricular ſeduction; 1 
&© ſhall not fail to make it known, and we ſhall 
e ſoon fee whether it be permitted to impoſe upon 
the weakneſs of dying men by ſuch artifices as 
c theſe.” He then went out in a tranſport of 
“rage, and a few minutes after we heard” wn 
& carriage drive away. 5 

« A perceptible change had en 1550 in this | 
% countenance of Madam de l'Ormon and her 
& huſband; but, thank Heaven, I did not per- 
"  ceive a ſigns of indecent j Joy; and, a moment 
nn t e 
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i ] after I faw YOrmon fall into a deſpondency for 
| 2 which b 4 could not account. © My worthy 
6 friend,” ſaid he, * you think me very happy; 
cc it is now that I am leſs ſo than ever; for J feel 
© myſelf highly blameable. Terrible things have 
ec juſt paſſed within me; thinking myſelf diſin- 
6 herited, | I gave way to indignation, and from 
| «© the bottom of my heart, for the firſt time, I 
= *< curſed the memory of the beſt of men, my 
. 6 fhenefactor and ſecond father, whom I had of- 
6 fended, who had pardoned me, and loaded me 
% with favours.” The good young man could 
4 hardly utter theſe words; ſhame ſtifled his 
6 voice. Come,” ſaid he, let us go at leaſt 
“ to his tomb, and aſk pardon of his ſhade. Alas 
WO. I never ſtood ſo much in need. of his indul- 
ce gence. K 
e It was there; it was 3 1 ſaw the tears of 
„ repentance and gratitude ſtream upon the ſtone 
« that covered the aſhes of M. de Glancy ; it was 
« when I ſaw the huſband and wife hold their 
66 children over the ſacred tomb, and make them 
e kiſs it; it was then that I enjoyed pure and 
c perfect felicity. How intereſting were both of 
e them. They owed much to me; they were 
« ſenſible of it; and yet, in this moment, I had 
40 no ſhare of their attention. Their hearts were 
: entirely 


= 


cc entirely taken up with the true object of their 


60 


* CC 


cc 


cc 


cc 


de they, © to which no other is comparable, is 


that of knowing that this generous man loved us 

to the laſt; but, after this delightful idea, the 
one we hold the deareſt, and value above all 
the gold in the world, is che reflection that | 


cc 
Cc 
cc 


cc 


ce 


cc 


c« 


«c 


cc 
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«ce 
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gratitude ; but, when that. duty was fulfilled, 


friendſhip took its turn; and J had an oppor- 


tunity of obſerving how much the remem- 
brance of obligations elevates and ennobles the 


* 


mind. The firſt of pleaſures for us, ſaid : 


we owe the return of his kindneſs to ſuch a 


friend as you. For Heaven's ſake,” faid 5 


Cc 1 


if I have contributed to reconcile him to you, 
do not deprive me of the merit of doing fo ; for 
how ſhall I have any left when you ſhall have 
paid me a hundred times it's value. There 
would no longer be any virtue in doing good, if 
we always met with ſuch — hearts as 


66. - yours, 


. 
4c 
14 
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THE SEVENTH e 


1 AV E — happy too, once in my lte. 
L < faid the Marchioneſs of Solange, and 
nearly i in the ſame manner as the worthy Vir 
car. The moment is already very diſtant, and 
yet it is ſtill preſent to my mind. 


0 « My ſiſter, Madame de Clarville, was a wo- 


46 
ce 


ce 


10 


66 


60 


4c 
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man worthy of a better age than this. I was 
brought up with her; but our ſecond education 
was not the ſame. Her huſband, whom ſhe 


& doated upon, was a very ſenſible man; he im- 


55 proved her underſtanding, and commuaicated 


to her his own turn of mind. Mine, whom I 
"ol did not love. leſs tenderly, was what is called a 
«© man of the world, -and left me to my natural 


diſpoſition. It was even ſaid that he ſpoiled 
me; but I do not believe a word of it. The 
truth is, that after two years of matrimony, 
my ſiſter and myſelf were not at all alike; but, 
overlooking the caprices and fancies ſhe was free 


from herſelf, ſhe promiſed not to withdraw her 


affection, ſo long as my giddineſs ſhould not 
make me forfeit my right to her eſteem ; and I 
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te had the good fortune to reach the age when all 
& dangers are over, without loſing the ſmalleſt 
« part of her friendſhip; The /yle of our houſes, 
„as may be eaſily imagined, were widely 
« different; the manners of ancient times: that 
« prevailed in her's, and the faſhionable ones 
ce that reigned in mine, made a perfect contraſt. 
« She was, however, abliged to admit of ſome 
« mixture at the marriage of her ſon. Youth at- 
ce tracted, youth; but, among my nephew's ac- 
„ aquaintance, thoſe. that were the moſt amiable 
in my opinion, were the moſt diſliked by my 
« ſiſter. She found them at once conſequential 
* and frivolous; ſtiff when they affected grace, 
„and dull when they aimed at gaiety; and the | 
+ moſt diſtinguiſhed among them, for the accom- 
<« pliſhments of his age, was preciſely the one.for 
„ whom ſhe conceived the greateſt averſion. 
© Villarce, deſtined by his birth to hold the 

« firſt offices of the magiſtracy, ſeemed to have 
<« engaged in that line of life out of complaiſance 
for his family, and to-wiſh the world to believe 
that the Preſidency of a Parliament was not 
what he was beſt calculated for. In every thing 
but his dreſs he had the air of a military man; 
of an n and eaſy deportment, ſcorning the 
— tireſomo 


wi 
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4 tireſome gravity of the long robe, and diſplay- 
mM ing all the graces of a free and genteel addreſs. 
„His converſation with the fair ſex never paſſed 
the bounds of reſpectful gallantry ; but, although 
« jrreprehenfible in his language, his looks were 3 | 
not equally modeſt and reſerved. 
46. You will readily ſuppoſe that a magiſtrate of 
9 FI much elegance was not ſuited to the taſte 
6 of my ſiſter; nor was ſhe better pleaſed with 
4 his turn of mind. He had what the world calls 
« wit, fallies of imagination, and uncommon and 
« fanciful modes of expreſſion, but little or no 
# coherence in his ideas. He would talk with 
« you as much as you could deſire, provided you 
« would not oblige him to reaſon ; flying from 
4 topic to topic, and dwelling upon none; he 
% would have thought himſelf growing dull if he 
6 had reflected two minutes on what he had 
4 ſaid, or on what he was going to ſay; but the 
&- more his converſation was ſuperficial, the more 
66 it was brilliant. 
The young people of 1 ſexes were never 
« tired of liſtening to him. As he knew a little of 
„ every thing he ſeemed a man of univerſal know- 
4% ledge, and it was great matter of wonder how 
he could have learned ſo much at ſo early a time 
« of life. | 
g 66 But 


66 
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But neither my ſiſter, nor the riper heads 


that compoſed her intimate ſociety, admired this 


&« ſelf-ſufficiency ; they ſaw nothing in it but a 
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ce 
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varniſh of falſe wit laid over a ftrong ground of 
vanity. * For wy part I was more indulgent, 
and, without enquiring whether there were 
any ſolidity in his judgmknt, I found him very 


entertaining. I only wiſhed him to poſſeſs a 


little leſs conceit, and a little more modeſty ; 
and my niece, Caliſta, as you will preſently 
hear, was pretty much of my opinion. | 

„One day when I was vindicating Villarce, in 
her preſence, from the {ſevere reproach of fop- 


* pery “ You have taken a pretty cauſe, in- 


deed to defend!“ ſaid my ſiſter : © the pre- 
ſumption of a giddy young fellow, who pretends 
to know every thing, pronounces ſentence on 


every thing, and will not even deign to hear 


the man of information and ſenſe, who might 


be his maſter, Don't talk to me of ſuch an empty 


head, or ſo vain a creature, ſo full of himſelf, 
and who, under a habit that calls at leaſt for de- 


* cent gravity, aſſumes the airs that are the leaſt 


compatible with the manners of his profeſſion. -I 
pity the woman who ſhall have him for a huſ- 


* band, I pity the mother who has ſuch a ſon, 


66 


and I am very ſorry that he is intimate with 
: “mine. 


— 
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mine. My door ſhall no longer be open ban 
c thing that reſembles him,” 8 

ff at that moment I had looked at my. — 

« I ſhould have ſeen. the impreſſion theſe words 

©. made upon her mind; but it eſcaped me. The 

<. intereſt. I took in the cauſe of Villarce was not 

„very great, and 1 inſiſted no further. The 

._ * ſociety at my ſiſter's ſoon after reſumed its ſe- 
« rious. caſt, and the cold reception he met with 
making him. diſcontinue his viſits, I only met 

c with him, at diſtant periods, in the faſhionable 

world, where I thought he ſeemed more ſteady 

4 and reſerved, but leſs amiable, There is ſure a 

. charm in levity, for no one ever corrects him- 
50 ſelf of ity AN TONE: a you of Hip anne | 
64%: n Madame an Clarville,. e a 


| gentle and timid; readily caught the manne.: A 
} , and taſte of her mother-in-law. - Her huſband - 


* 


4 adored her; his exiſtence was wrapped up in 

< her's; and true happineſs having taken place in 

[ his ſoul of diverſions and tranſient illuſions, 
|. * he. bad adieu himſelf to that diſſipated life, 


| in which none but vacant minds can find en- 
= e FT 


| «It was in the midſt of the Jomeſtic peace that 
| | C * _ Caliſta, ſeemed to wait patiently for 
66 her 
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« her mother to diſpoſe of her. We ſpoke of ſet- 
« tling her in the world; and her mother had the 
44 goodneſs to conſult her concerning the choice of 
« a huſband; for the number of admirers increaſed | 
ce every day. dh ; 
«© Madam,” bid Calls, in her ſoft val model | 
manner, you have made the duties of wife and 
e mother appear ſo ſacred, and at the ſame time fo 
« formidable to mne, that before I dare think I am 
t capable of fulfilling them, it is neceſſary that! 
« ſhould conſult and be ſure of myſelf. It is a ſe- 
„ rious and minute examination that I wiſh to 
e make in ſilence, and at the foot of the altar, be- 
« tween heaven and myſelf, Deign then, before 
© you diſpoſe of your daughter, who will always be 
e ſubje& to your will, to grant her, far fromthe 
« world, and in the peace of the cloifter, a hort 
interval of ſolitude and recollection. 
This anſwer aſtoniſhed my ſiſter, although 
« the was edified I ſhould have hoped, ſaid 
„ the, that a good mother would have been ad- 
x mitted to this fecret council between heaven and 
you, and that you would have had no occaſion to 
10 leave her, to diſpoſe yourſelf to 8 her more 
*chearfully. 7 
Madam, answered Caliſta, « if like 88 
« you could read my . without obliging 


me 


3 
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< me to explain/ all their i intricacies, I ſhould ſay: 
« read, and diſpoſe of me. But the tender and 


“ timid reſpect I ſhall retain for you as long as I 


« live, the pious fear of diſpleaſing or afflicting you, 
& and the ſtill more urgent fear of not appearing 
& worthy your love, will never allow me to give 
% way without a little reſerve, to the confidence 


5 8 you ſo well deſerve. I might have the wiſh of 


<& doing ſo: but I ſhould never poſſeſs ſufficient . : 
& fortitude. | What mind is pure enough to ſhew 
© itſelf naked and unmaſked to any eyes but his, 
& who ſees and is diſpoſed to pardon every thing. 
This was confeſſing ingenuouſly enough, that 
4 ſhe had ſome ſecret in her heart that ſhe did not 
* dare to tell her, My ſiſter however underſtood | 
4c her anſwer otherwiſe. She agreed that there - 
te was a kind of ſelf-examination of which we owe 
C an account to God alone, and that exacting | it 
c from her daughter, ſhe ſhould exceed the bou nds 
«6 of maternal authority. The convent was choſen ; 
© my niece was conducted thither by her mother, 
« and the latter in making me a confident of the 
& converſation they had had together, did not ſhew 
© any ſigns of uneaſineſs: I felt very little myſelf, 
% and the apparent calmneſs and Frenity of my 
« niece, whenever I went to ſee her, nen 
« did away ny apprebenſions. e 
| ce dne 
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« However at the expiration of three mouths s 
10 Caliſta wrote to her mother, begging her in the 
C moſt reſpectful, but moſt preſſing terms, to ap- 
« prove of her taking the veil. Her letter breathed 
6 the piety. of an angel, and affected my ſiſter, 
«© God farbid,” ſaid ſhe in communicating it to 
me, that I ſhould oppoſe ſo holy a vocation, if it 
e be real | but I wiſh to try her.” As Caliſta was 
not twenty years of age, ſhe required her not to 
take the veil, till ſhe ſhould have attained the 
* age preſcribed for making monaſtic vows. . 

In a girl entitled by her beauty, birth, and for- 
tune to all the enjoyments the world affords, this 
revolution appeared ſingular; eſpecially as ſhe 
* ſeemed to have taken it before ſhe went into the 
„ convent. I wiſhed to diſcover the cauſe; and in 
« the firſt place found means to have a private in- 
« terview with the Abheſs. She was an excellent 
e woman, a little proud of her birth, but truly de- 
vout, and amid all the chit-chat of a convent, 
united a tolerable ſhare of wit with great inge- | 
© nuouſneſs of diſpoſition. 

It is true, Madam,” faid I, FR Ads 
e ſelle Clarville, my niece, is deſirous of taking 
the veil . No Madam,” anſwered the Abbeſs; 
* 1t is not a deſire, it is a fair and clear vocation ; $ 
e warrant , you it iS, and I am never miſtaken in 
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e theſe: caſes" In ches Arlt places ſhe tas the | 
* ſervour of a fairtt, che doeility of achild/the gen | 


<c tleneſs, the candour, and innoctnce of a do vel. 
& Ah! Madam, how lucky ſhe is to have eſcaped 
* thoſe vultures.— And then, with ſo much beauty, 
c fach unmindfulneſs of herſelf; ſuch delicate baſh- 


et fulneſs, fach timid modeſty, that a word, a mere 


40 otking alarms, and that the tainted breath of 
« the world might have "tarniſhed. "Good God ! 
* how many dangers has ſhe avoided Ves, 


"v6 yes, Madam, Iknow a little of what's going on 


in the world," 1 ſee many perſons here of the 


« firſt quality, either my relations or their friends. 
©] alſo ſee grave and pious perſons, Father Am- 
44 broſe, Father Anſelm, Father Seraphim, the 


4 counſellors of families, the luminaries of the age; 


Mn companies, dreadful wy and WO 2 
< ſures.” | 


KD. Yes, but my niece is med with all 
44 this,” ſaid I, „ unleſs you, Madam, have in- 


tc formed her of it.“ Oh! no: heaven 18 my 
*« witneſs, that before ſhe came here, her reſolu- 


«tion was taken to bid adieu to the vanity of the 


4 world: 1 have only confirmed her in it.“ 


4 This 


r 


{> 


and in every thing they tell me of the world, I 
3 ſee'nothing but folly, - deceit, and vanity, frivo- 
1 lous ſpectacles, infipid entertainments, tireſome 
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This firſt point being once cleared up; © but 
& Madam,” ſaid I, © in your converſations with 
her, do you find that chearfulneſs, and thoſe ef- 
« fuſions of gaiety that beſpeak a contented mind? 
% No,” ſaid ſhe, * her diſpoſition does not incline 
ce her to gaiety, but rather to muſing, meditation, 
« ſilence, and a taſte for ſolitude; but theſe are the 
cc moſt rare and precious gifts of heaven. 

„Thus was IL likewiſe ſure that my niece was 

« {ad and penſive: and in this melancholy,” ſaid I 
« to the Abbeſs, © do You never perceive a little 
* ennuz 2% —&6 Ennui, Madam,“ ſaid ſhe, who 
can find time to be dull here, where every one 
« is free to chuſe an active or contemplative life. 
The active life conſiſts of the various buſineſs of 
* the conyent, which indeed does not ſuit your 
niece. But as to the contemplative one, I can 
aſſure you, Madam, that ſhe delights i in it: 1 
« perceive it even in our recreation. For inſtance, 
«© when walking in our garden, for our garden is 
<« the country in miniature, trees that afford the 
« fineſt. ſhade, birds, verdure, flowers, fruit; and 
* over head a fine ſky, bright clouds, a radiarit ſun ; ; 
* and then in the evening, the ſtars, the moor.= 
CL light, and the blue firmament. You muſt al- 
©« low, Madam, that nothing can be ſo enchanting : | 


& Well, lay I to your niece, * is not this enough. 
F my 
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* my dear child, to fil a mind with joy andadmira- 
© tion? 60 Yes, when the mind is at peace, 
ce theſe muſt be very ſatisfactory pleaſures. — 
6 Then I obſerve her fall again into a penſive 
4 mood, and ſigh at the emotion excited by theſe 
5 wonders of nature. Sometimes her tranſport 
4 goes ſo far that tears "ial from her eyes. 

„ You will eaſily believe that I accounted for 
<« theſe tears in a very different way from the Ab- 
& beſs.— I hope, added ſhe, that ſiſter Caliſta 
ill ſucceed to my dignity. I am fifty years 
old, ſhe twenty; I ſhall have time to fit her for it, 
ce and no care ſhall be wanting.” „I fancy, Ma- 
4c dam, that this proſpect is not unpleaſing to you.” 
«© But my dear Caliſta is ſo modeſt, that ſhe will 
ce not hear of it; and as if an angel had told her 
< that I ſhall outlive her, ſhe aſſures me it will 
« be I, who ſhall weep upon her tomb.” 
46 On hearing theſe laſt words, I was 8 
« that the heart of my niece had received a mortal 
wound; and I left the Abbeſs with a firm reſo- 
& lution of ſnatching this weak and tender victim 
C from the altar. | 

1 ſaw her the next day; nor can [ yet conceive 
& how ſo young a mind could have gained a ſuffi- 
. "cient he ad over itſelf, to conceal its diſ- 


* eaſe. 
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4] endeavoured to ks FOLD feel the conſe- 
c quences of her determination. 1 repreſented to 


eher all the gloom of walls and grates that would 
&« ſurround her, the ſtate of captivity, and ever- 
« laſting dependence in which ſhe would live, the. 
«© mixture of diſpoſitions often incompatible, and. 
« yet forever united! in the ſame place, in ſhort, the 
et entire privation of all liberty. She anſwered that 


&« for a ſex bound by common decency to a quiet 


« and retired life little ſpace was wanting to breathe, 


live, and die; that walls are nothing to thoſe who 


* have no inclination to paſs them, nor to know 


what is going on without; that reaſon, gentle- 


„ neſs and modeſty would render the worlt tem- 
pers traCtable; that in every condition of life we 
* are born to be dependent, and woe to them who 
© know no law nor conſtraint ; that we are free as 
long as we deſire conſtantly only what we ought, 

<< and at that rate at leaſt as much ſo in a cloiſter, 


« as in the world, where we are often obliged to 


ce wiſh for what we ought not. : 
« Struck ſpeechleſs by this anſwer, I communi- 


c catedit to her mother, who while ſhe grieved with 


me, could not help thinking it highly reaſonable. 


che went to ſee her daughter; and expreſſed 


cc to her with much affection, but not without a 
kind of reſpect for her vocation, the regret ſhe 


F'2 « ſhould 


1 % 
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« ſhould feel at being dipitived of her. No," 
4 ſaid Caliſta, **, we ſhall not be deprived of one 
another. Whatever my lot in life had been, I 
* ſhould have been ſeparated from you; I ſhall be 
ce the leaſt ſo poſſible, and with this difference, that 
in the world a thouſand objects of duty and diſ- 
_« ſipation would have vied with your idea, and 
e might have robbed you of a part of my affection, 
A whereas in a cloiſter God and you will be all my 
occupation. My brother and his amiable wife 

& will form a ſociety ſufficiently intereſting to in- 
4 ſure your domeſtic comfort and happineſs; new 
ce Objects will 3 join the charm of their innocence ; 
« this is enough to make you happy, and if heaven 
e could permit fo good a heart to have its forrows, 
« it would be then, my deareſt mother, that 1 
* would aſk the preference, and that my arms 
6 ſhould be open to you at all times. Others will 
4 ſhare in your felicity ; as for me I will ſhare, and 
4c ſoften your afflictions, and we will offer them 

66 together to the ſupreme conſoler. 
« My poor ſiſter came home quite taken up and 


LT ce enchanted with the virtue of her daughter, and 


c. above all thoroughly perſuaded that ſhe was happy 

4e in the way of life ſhe bad choſen. For my part, 

* laying aſide my uneaſineſs, | began to think that 

* the * did no more t. an obey the impulſe of 
| 6 holy 
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holy inſpirations; and the two years of trial being 
e almoſt elapſed, we were on the point of letting 
her take the veil. 
« Well, daughter,“ ſaid I to her at laſt, you 
*« are my daughter too, and I hoped you ook 
“have ſupplied the place of thoſe I have loſt ; your 
4 reſolution is then invariably fixed?“ Yes, 
« Aunt,” ſaid ſne, I am perfectly reſolved; and 
for the firſt time I ſaw her aſſume a look of for- 
e titude. This is the laſt converſation,” ſaid I, 
that I ſhall have with you on ſo ſad a ſubject. 
Let us ſpeak. without diſguiſe: you are going 
© then to ſacrifice birth, fortune, and the hopes of 
the moſt brilliant ſituation, every thing in a 
4 word, without pain, and without regret?” A diſ- 
« dainful-ſmile expreſſed the contempt with which 
© the looked upon all theſe advantages. Now 
tell me,” continued I, “if you are acquainted 
e with duties more ſacred, or more grateful than 


& thoſe of wife and mother?“ . No,” faid ſhe, 


& there are none more grateful or more ſacred.” — | 
© And do you think, that in the eyes of God there 

eis any thing more agreeable than a woman who 
« fulfils them? ' No, nothing, I am perſuaded of 
* it,” When we feel ourſelves called to that ſtate of 
te life, do we not by our refuſal counteract the will 
& of nature, and the intention of heaven? “ Yes, 


* i 
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* but we ſhould have the virtues neceſſary, to 
« think ourſelves called to it. My dear child, 
let us exaggerate nothing: what are theſe vir- 
®:ues? are they not ſoftneſs, modeſty, 'a love of 
order, and fortitude of a mind ſubject and de- 
| ** voted to all that the ſanctity of ſuch bonds re- 
t quires? “ Ves, ſuch is the pattern I have had 
3 before my eyes.” —“ Well! which of theſe vir- 
4 tues do you not polleck, or would you not in your | 
L mother's ſituation?” —* Ah | my mother never 
4 had a ſentiment in her ſoul, that her duty forbad 
« her to confeſs.” 
This is the word I was waiting for ; this 
e ſingle word has ſaid all, and I at length divine 
<« what is paſſing in your breaſt.” —What have 1 


5 «6 ſaid then,” replied Caliſta, with alarm.—** No- 


„thing, if you repent your having truſted me 
with your ſecret; but every thing if you con- 
« ſent that your beſt friend ſhall be depoſitary of 


4 jb Well, ſpeak: om only have ſtrength. 


enough to liſten to you. And on ſaying theſe 
words ſhe burſt into tears. 1 
Lou have conceived in the world,” faid I, 


an inclination which you don't think reaſona- 
e ble, and of which you deſpair of being cured.” 
% Madam,” faid ſhe with conſcious dignity ; ; 1 

never have, nor ever ſhall love any thing that 
| 6.18 


z 
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4 js not worthy of my eſteem. » e But there are 
« other conſiderations that unfortunately a * young 
« and tender heart does not attend to in its 
choice. What then is this choice, which 
& theſe conſiderations would not admit of?” | 

«© have ſaid enough, aunt; do not require . 
_ & uſeleſs effort; that would be a torture to me. 
« Suffice it to know that this too unconquerable 
e inclination would never meet with my mother's 
& conſent. I am certain of it, and nothing re- 
mains for me but to hide it for ever. As to him, 
6e who has diſturbed my repoſe without intending 
it, it is a ſecret between heaven and me, and I 
& ſhould be inconſolable if his name 12 eſcaped 
„ my lips.“ 

But, my dear A with this paſſion in your 
« heart, you are going to make a vow to bid fare» 
& well to the world, and to deyote yourſelf en- 
« tirely to heaven [” 

«Yes, aunt, and that vow ſhall be faithfully 
6e fulfilled. I ſhould be criminal if I went to the 
c altar to deceive_a man, and promiſe him the 
te poſſeſſion of a heart full of the image of another; 
« but I am innocent before God. I neither de- 
* ceive nor offend him. As there can be no ri- 
e vality between him and his creature, there will 
4 be no jealouſy, He will ſee me offer up as a 

» « victim 


we" 


1 TALES OF AN EVENING. 


«victim to him every day, what is deareſt to my 
* affections. No regret will fully the purity of 
* this offering; and if God leaves an involuntary 
« ſentiment in my heart, it will be ſanQtified by 
«my making it a ſacrifice. J will fay more: I 
< ſhall perhaps be happy, in elevating myſelf to- 
. © wards him, to ſhow him the fad remains of my 
& chain and the marks of his victory.” 

«© While ſpeaking thus, her countenance took 
te greater animation, her eyes, lifted up towards 
T heaven, ſparkled with the humid tear of joy; 
< nor did I ever ſee any thing fo affecting as this 
mixture of two kinds of love, one of which 


c ſeemed proud of ſacrificing the other. I was 


going away, enchanted with what J had ſeen, 
£ and wondering what in the world could be the 
e object that had made fo ſtrong an impreſſion on 
4c her heart, when what her mother had ſaid one 
4 day before her, when ſpeaking to me of Vil- 
« Jarce, came acroſs my recollection like a dream. 
It is he beyond a doubt, ſaid I to myſelf: poor 
girl! 1 am not ſurprized that ſhe ſhould deſ. 
& pair of obtaining him. From that moment 1 
« felt myſelf ſtrongly intereſted in Villarce's fa- 
& your; I made enquiry about him in the faſhion- 
sc able world; I ſpoke of him to every body; but 


* nobody could tell me what was become of him. 
| 66 1 he 
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„ The day draws near,” faid my fiſter, < I 
& muſt go and ſee my daughter, and I have no 


_ « longer ſufficient fortitude.” © Ah!” ſaid I, 


If you did but know what has come to my ' 


ce knowledge reſpecting a fimilar vocation, you 
cc — be weaker ſtill.” She aſked me what it 

„A young girl,” ſaid I, „in a fit of 
" e religion, reſolved to embrace a mo- 
4 naſtic life; her parents conſented, and ſhe 
ce took the veil; but as ſoon as ſhe had pronounced 
the fatal vow, her fortitude abandoned her, and 
s regret and a gloomy ſadneſs took poſſeſſion of 
„ her foul; the wretched | girl concealed a paſhon 
« in her heart, the flame of which conſumed 
cher; the bloom of youth faded on her cheeks, 
ce her health declined rapidly“ But how came 
e ſhe to take the veil, when her heart was the 
<< prey of ſuch a paſſion? — She loved a young 
man of good birth and morals, and of a for- 
tune ſuited to her own, but full of the ridicu- 
** Jous aftectation and vanity of youth: her parents 


*© refuſed their conſent, and ſhe took her refolu= 
tion. The cruel creatures!“ exclaimed my 


« ſiſter, *why treat ſo hardly a young man, whom 
e reaſon perhaps would ſoon have matured, Had 
ce not myſelf conceived the molt ſerious averiion, 
and the moſt ſovereign contempt for a young 


34. F may, . 
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40 man, whom Aa very ſhort ; ſpace | of time has 
© rendered worthy of my eſteem. He ſeemed to 
eme made up of pride, vanity, frivolity, and 
ce diſguſting preſumption ; well, my ſon aſſures 
cc me that he is ſo totally altered as not to be 
& known for the ſame man. He is modeſt; re- 
* ſerved, circumſpect in his converſation and be- 
4 haviour; in a word, he is the pattern of the 
& young men of his profeſſion ; and has extricated 
e himſelf from difficult ſituations, with a mix- 
ture of prudence and firmneſs truly admirable 
_ © at his time of life.” © Is it not,” ſaid I, M. 
de Villarce?”—<© The very ſame. He has 
4 ſhown a deſire to be reſtored to my good graces ; 
4 have conſented with pleaſure to receive him, 
te and am impatient to redreſs the wrongs done 
e him by my prejudices.” | 
«© You may judge of the ION I felt at this 
Cc gleam of hope. It came from heaven. Your | 
% ſaying that the young man was ſo much im- 


4 proved,” ſaid I, concealing my joy as much as 


poſſible, en me great pleaſure; I was always 
ce partial to him.“ —““ I know you were,” ſaid ſhe, 
and for that reaſon I beg you to come and help 
me to receive him to-morrow. As I wiſh 
to ſpeak to him without conſtraint, we ſhall be 
„ alone,” You will needs * that I did not 
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& fail to be preſent at the meeting. The young 

& man came in with an air of the greateſt timidity, 
c and ſeemed confuſed at the remembrance of : 
what was paſt. His countenance, naturally 
noble, had acquired a look of dignity ; but it 
was pale and wan. As he did notdare to ſpeak, 

my ſiſter was the firſt to break filence. | 
& Sir,” ſaid the, I am very happy to bs 
uy you; for vou have ſome reaſon to complain of 5 
« me; and though the public eſteem has well re- 
« venged my prejudices, yet I wiſh to be eaſed 
from my own ps ene and thoſe you have 
<& a right to make me.. Make you reproaches, 
% Madam!“ anſwered he; © I never had any 
thing but thanks to return you; for the mis- 
e fortune of having incurred your diſpleaſure, 
e though the moſt ſevere, was the moſt uſeful 
& leflon I ever received.” (I was touched to the 
heart by the expreſſion he gave to the words, 
* the moſt ſevere.) © Yes, Madam,” continued hey 
it is to your ſeverity that I have the obligation, 
if the clouds of vanity in which I was involyed 
&« in the world, and which, but for you, would 
&« perhaps long have hid me from myſelf, were all 

at once diſpelled. ] oppoſed your opinion to all 
ce the frivolous ſuffrages I had canvaſſed for with 
ſo much ardour; and I was ſenſible that a man, 
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« baniſhed from your ſociety, for his extravagant 
© airs and affectation, could no longer be entitled 
4 to his own eſteem, I bluſhed in my own eyes 
4 and from that moment I felt myſelf altered.” — 
& You are prodigiouſly ſo, indeed, '? replied my 
4 ſiſter; © and I am happy to have contributed 
„ in producing this change, which time would 
1 have brought about without me. But have 
10 you not, Sir, like me, been too ſevere towards 
4 yourſelf? I have heard your life of ſtudy and 
« application ſpoken of, and think I perceive that 
4c it has injured your health.” —< Yes, Madam, 
nn impared ; nor do hope t to ſee it re-eſtabliſh= 
2 ed; but the exceſs of application, to which it 
4c is attributed, is only the apparent cauſe. I 
& know what my diſeaſe is, and I know it admits 


* of no remedy.”'—* No remedy ! at your time 


4e of life!” replied my ſiſter, in a tone of voice 
Gf, expreflive of concern. Yes, Madam; at my | 
44 time of life there are cruel attacks, of which we 
et may linger long, but can never be cured.” — 
« My ſiſter changed the converſation to divert 
„ him from his gloomy ideas. „ This young 
* man,” ſaid ſhe, when he was gone, is in 
“ love.“ “ J think fo yoo,” faid I, * and I 
44 ſuſpect that it was he who was in love with the 
« unfortunate girl I was an of,” — “ He!“ 
4 ſaid 


— 


TALES OF AN EVENING. 209 


1 (aid my ſiſter, with emotion; © and who 1 is the 
cc unhappy girl?“ —“ It is my niece; it is your 


& daughter.“ Heavens! what do you tell me? 


« my daughter They loved one another then 
„And unknown to each 
ec other, added I. They equally flatter them- 


&© unknown to me !''— 


cc ſelves that their ſecret will die with them; nor do 
4 know any more than what I have divined.”— 
« We muſt clear up all this,” ſaid my fiſter ; 


“ Go and ſee my daughter; try to make her 


s open her heart, and let the Abbeſs know that 


ce every thing is ſuſpended. On the other hand I 


c have invited Villarce to ſup with me to-morrow, 
te 


© on in his min 


„ Villarce, hs for his part, deſired to meet 


+. with her alone, came early, and the converſation 
6c 


began without reſerve. ** Sir,” ſaid my ſiſter, 
cc you have ſpoken to me of your forrows; and 
the ſincereſt eſteem, and the moſt ſerious con- 
cern make me eager to know what is the nature 
of them, that I may offer you, if not ſalutary 
advice, at leaſt the conſolation of friendſhip 
for, I repeat, that it is by that ſentiment I mean 


40 
cc 
cc 
ce 


cc 


io redreſs the wrong I have done you.” — 


© Madam,” anſwered the young man, your 
_* kindneſs ſeems to foreſee what I have to diſcloſe, 


and ſhall ſoon know from himſelf what is going 


2 
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6 ſo very ſeaſonable is the confidence it inſpires 
* me with. I will let you ſee. into the very bot- 
6 tom of my heart, 

„% While I was ruining myſelf in your eſteem, 
6. by the follies and affectation that I had made 
| © my rule of conduct, 1 was drinking, at your 
ce houſe, deep and intoxicating draughts of the 
* delicious nectar of hope and love; and congra- 
e tulated myſelf on a growing paſſion that was 
c deſtined to be my torment. The charm was 
6 ſoon broken, and then 1 felt that the fatal i im- 
6 preſſion of an object, torn from me for ever, was 
& deeply fixed at the bottom of my heart. I have 
“ ſince heard from my friend, that his ſiſter having 
voluntarily, and of her own accord, retired to 
“ a convent, is deſirous of taking the veil, to the 
&«. great regret of her mother and family. 1 know 
c moreover, that the ſacrifice is to be conſum- 

de mated in a few days. I have no idea of diſ- 
c ſuading her from it, or of obtaining from you 
“ a-uſeleſs attempt. Nor is it my intention to act 
any romantic part, or to give the world an op- 
„ portunity of counting me in the number of 
« wretched and deſpairing lovers. I- have been 
already too much ſpoken of; nothing more re- 
4 mains but to die in peace; my friend himſelf, 
4 who ſees my health decline, is not acquainted | 
| . „with 


3 
* 


5 py 


_ 


„ bfeaſt J look upon as a ſanctuary, and who are 


« fo cloſely connected with the object of my pain, | 


0 you have a right to be informed of them, as ſoon 
« as you expreſs the deſire. I confeſs that it will 
ce he alſo a relief for him who adores Mademoifelle 


« de Clarville, who will never ſee her more, but 


who muſt ever love her, to be able to 5 of 
« a perſon ſo dear to us both. i 

If I were perfectly unconnected with the 
6 cauſe of your misfortune,” ſaid my ſiſter, ( I 
6 ſhould feel intereſted in it by all the ſentiments 
that virtuous love inſpires; and, after having 


» 


ec 


0 


* 


06 ag duty to mitigate your affliction, if I could 


do no more. How much more is it incumbent 


% on me, when the innocent cauſe of the diſeaſe 


* What J have not done for myſelf, although my 


Cc 


was moſt dear to me, I will do for you, Sir, 


eternal authority, every thing that does not go 
60 beyond advice and perſuaſion, ſhall be employed 
to bring back my daughter. Then, if like me, 
i ſhe is ſenſible of the value of a heart like your 'S, 
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x with my diſeaſe. But you, Madam, whoſe | 


ſolicited your confidence, I ſhould conſider it 


ce that threatens your exiſtence. is a ſecond ſelf? | 
daughter, whom J was on the point of loſing, 


depend upon it; and, bating any abuſe of ma- 


e ſhe is your own; and my happineſs ſhall be the 
„ + inſuring. 
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“ inſuring of her's.” | | Before the words were out 
10 of her mouth the good young man threw ns 
— « at her feet. 


* TE „„ lier VAST — 
- s K . 
- 


44] do not know how to e FRO ſcenes," 


continued Madame de Solange, and; beſides, 


10 any one will eaſily ſuppoſe what a dying man 


C7 would ſay, if called back to life by a ſalutary 
ee potion, or a drowning man to whom ſome cha- 


6c ritable hand ſhould throw a rope. I leave theſe 
* tranſports of gratitude to your imagination, and 
7 return to Caliſta, whom I ſaw the day after. 

It was not difficult, in ſpeaking of her mo- 
60 « ther, to bring about the recital of her reconcili- 
* ation with M. de Villarce, and their firſt conver- 
&« ſation. Caliſta, bluſhed while liſtening to me; 
& hut without ſhewing any other emotion. It 


4 was not till theſe words, there are cruel attacks 


66 of which we may linger long, but can never be 
& cured, that ſhe added: — © Oh! po, never; 


0 they are never to be cured.” 


« Do not you think like us,” faid I,. that 


10 this young man's heart is the prey of ſome ſecret 


« very likely; and if it beſo I pity him; for he 


& has not the ſame conſolation that 1 have.” 
& And if ſhe whom he loves, loved him alſo ar Fe 


out his knowing it? and if they were both un- 


happy 
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te happy only becauſe they do not know it is in 
ce their power to be happy?! — Why,“ faid ſhe, 
« Aunt, why do you come to diſturb me with 
« theſe dangerous ideas? I ſee too plainly that 
« you think you have divined my ſecret; but do 
6 you think that you have alſo divined his? And 
if I ſhould not be the perſon, only think what 
% harm you do me !”—* And if it ſhould be 
ce you?” ſaid I, fixing my eyes on her's. She 
& threw herſelf into my arms, and I felt my bo- 
c ſom bathed with her tears. © Well it is you; 
„ he has told my ſiſter ſo, and we can no longer 
6 doubt it.. And what did my mother an- 
« ſwer ? ſaid ſhe, with a faultering voice. That 
c you are his if you pleaſe.” What, aunt, muſt | 
„ then ſhow ſuch inconſiſtency of conduct, and 
e change my reſolution, becauſe a huſband has 
been mentioned to me? What will the world 
e ſay of me? — That you have obeyed your 
© mother. Did you not yourſelf declare your 
6 ſubjeCtion, and ſay that your reſolution depended 
* upon her will!?“ “ Yes; I ſaid ſo. “ Well, 
< your mother commands, and you will do no more 
e than obey.” She embraced me again, and, 
“from the palpitation of her heart, and her haſty 
6 e reſpiration, 1 thought I felt all the ſighs ſhe had 
| S ſifled 
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40 ſtifled for two years vaſt; iſſue from her boſom. 
ba ho left her in haſte to return to my ſiſter. 

„I was not miſtaken; I have her confelion,” 
« faid I, „ and it is Villarce-whom ſhe loves. 
« But ſhe will not change her reſolution, ualeſs 
©. in obedience to your orders. I order her,” 
% ſaid my ſiſter, * to repair hither this very even- 
& ing. Go and bring her back to me. The 
* hours of ſorrow are long, and I wiſh to ſpare 
«6 this OY: young man e PO of 
4 torment.” 

She ent for him, and encouraging him, and 
4 « inſtilling by degrees the balm of hope, ſhe 
© weakened, as much as poſſible, the commotion 
<« that the too ſudden ſhock of joy might have oc- 
„ cafioned. She acted prudently, for he would 
« never have been able to ſupport it. 

Her daughter and I ſoon arrived. Here 
& ſhe is, faid ſhe, as ſoon as ſhe ſaw us; She 


« is ſubmiſſive to my will; ſhe yields to it with- | 


% out repugnance ; on ſome future day, perhaps, 
„ ſhe will tell you more. Her mother will not 
66 rob her of that pleaſure. | 

4 ]t was then that we were ſenſible of the ne- 
ce ceflity of my ſiſter's precaution; for Villarce, 
90 s all-prepared as he was to bear the exceſs of his 
Om happineſs, 


TALES OF AN EVENN G. 1156 


« happineſs, could not find fortitude ſufficient ; 
% his knees ſunk under him, and had not I have 
« ſupported him he would have fallen. Caliſta 
« ſaw nothing but her mother, in-whoſe arms 
„ ſhe was, and wept with joy and love. At 
«+ length every thing grew calm; and, when I 
„ ſaw them at table, ſhe fitting by her mother, 
„and he by me, oppoſite one another, and 
«© not daring to lift up their eyes, and unable to 
4 ſpeak, ſo much were they confuſed, and ſur- 
6 priſed to wok themſelves lovers, without having 
ſuſpected it ——I am going to ſay a ſtrange 
„ thing; but, 8 pardon of maternal affec= 
tion, and of love itſelf, 1 think that of the four 
« ] was the happieſt, from the eg: that = 
« their happineſs was owing 0 me.“ 


THE 
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THE EIGHTH STORY. | 


% IN the days of chivalry,” ſaid Baron Driſac, 
1 in the accent of his country, there was 
« not a gentleman who had not a tale of proweſs 
© or adventure to relate at his fire-ſide. Theſe 
| © good times are over; there are now no more 
ce giants or enchanters, nor are princeſſes any 
« longer ſtolen away. For my part I am quite at 
* aloſs what to ſay; and, in looking back upon 
« the events of my paſt life, the happieſt day I 
4 can recolle&, was that on which I received a 
6e fillip on the noſe, as I was admiring the pictures 


. jn the exhibition-room. © What! upon the 


« noſe?” cried Juliet, 4 Yes, young lady, upon 
6 this very noſe; and here is the ſtory. = 
* came to Paris when I was twenty years old, 


C with my whole fortune in my pocket-book, and 


© the promiſe of a lieutenancy, upon which I had 
ce built all my hopes and projects of ambition, I 
ec waited a long while for this commiſſion. It 

& was in time of war, danger ſeemed to be courted, 
4 and every vacancy was fo earneſtly ſought for by 


our young men ambitious of glory, that my 
5 4e little 


av Sr 
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e little ſtock of money was decreaſing inſenſibly 


cc while I was waiting my turn. I managed it, 
ce however, with great diſcretion, and ſupplied the 
ee place of ruinous pleaſures by adopting thoſe that 
& were ceconomical.—Partly from natural taſte and 
« partly from conſiderations of prudence, I became 
% an amateur of the arts, and I was fond of aſſoci- 
« ating with artiſts. My play-houſes were their 
« working-rooms, and they coſt me nothing. 
6 Still becoming more capable of deriving pleaſure | 
& from the works of genius, I could always gra- 
« tify myſelf without putting my hand into my 
es purſe, and this I found very convenient. Be- 
« {ides,, among theſe artiſts, I had the good for- 


ca tune to meet with well-informed men, charac- 


« ters that would have honoured antiquity—frank= 
4 neſs of manners which 1 liked exceedingly, and 
« a kind of pride which I did not diſlike ; much 
« gaiety and often wit and humour, and a livelineſs 
e of imagination, which ftrongly reminded me of 
my own country. 

« ] was more attached to Carlo Vanloo than to 
©: any other of my companions. A better painter, 
« or a better man did not exiſt. He had all the 
*« dignity of genius and all the ſimplicity of a child, 
“He remarked my aſſiduity, and was not inſenſi- 
ble to che honeſt praiſes I beſtowed upon his 

6 works, 


— 
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* Works, he -conceiyed a. friendſhip FRY me, and 
6e ; in a little time he permitted me to viſit him at 
10 his own houſe. 5 It was the abode of happineſs 
4% and of innocent delights. His wife ſang like a 
« nightingale, and the beauty of his daughter was 
&.an opening roſe.” It afforded an exhibition of 
& ſpring in its faireſt appearance... ** You were in 
«. danger of falling in love,” ſaid Dervis to him in 
« a low voice. © O, no, I looked upon the charm- 
« ing Caroline only as the maſter-piece of her fa- 
c ther. Her hand was already promiſed, and her 
c heart pre- engaged. And to what purpoſe ſhould 
66 1 have loved her No, no, love never enters a 
„ man' 8 heart, entirely alone, or of its OWN ac- 
£ cord. Hope always accompanies and introduces 
d it; beſides I had my commiſſion in my head, and 
6 as ſoon as I obtained it, I repaired to the camp. 
When we took our leave of each other, brave 
te young man,” ſaid Carlo, you are going to be 
« ſhot at, and I can do you a piece of ſervice. 
ce Bagieux, the beſt ſurgeon i in the army is my par- 
s ticular friend, here is a letter of recommendation 
« to him,” I received it with great ſatisfaction. 
&« Bagieux was a man of no ſmall importance in the 
cc day of battle, and lucky was it for me that 1 
& made him my friend Eight days after my ar- 
* rival, I received two wounds at the attack of 
TM Laufeld, 
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ee Laufeld, one in my thigh, which was very | 


« {light, the other in the right ſhoulder, which pj 


6 well required the attention of an able ſurgeon, 
« Bagieux whom Vanloo had intreated not to loſe 
« fight of me in ſerious affairs, heard I was wound- 
« ed and haſtened to my affiſtance, _ 

% Worthy friend of my friend Carlo,“ fſaid 1 
to him; . conſider this is my ſword arm do all 
you can to ſave it.” He examined the wound 
the ball was lodged in it, and it was neceſſary 
« to extract it. I will not tire you with the 
detail of my ſufferings and his attention, it is 
enough to obſerve that he cured me, and that 
my arm became again fit for the ſervice of wy 
«+ country and my friends. 

At laſt peace being cl 1 returned to 
« Paris, and thanked my friend whoſe kind pre- 
* caution had probably ſaved my life; we lived 
together in the moſt agreeable intimacy—The 
morning in his work-thop—the evening in the 
e midit of his family,—His wife at her harpſi- 
chord, and the fair Caroline cultivating her rip- 

* ening talents through her brother's inſtruction 
and example. 1 

6 Around the harpſichord a group -6f artiſts, 
* men of letters, and ſubſtantial citizens, the 
friends of Carlo, liſtened with rapture to that 


26 TALES OF AN EVENING. 


be new ſtile of muſic of which Madame Vanloo 
| © firſt taught us,to underſtand and taſte the beau- | 
4 tjeg—and in this circle Carlo pointed out to 
4 me Pecome, the friend of his heart, and whoſe 
6 ſon appeared extremely touched by the fine voice 
dy Caroline. In this manner did we ; paſs our | 
40 time. 6 
„ The exhibition of s was that year 
©< uncommonly excellent, my friend Vanloo's 


Es * pieces were particularly diſtinguiſhed by the 


< dignity of bis manner, and the brilliancy of 
© his colouring but envy "ny: became me 8 
„ more envenomed. 5 
J have heard that glory and envy were born 

10 on the ſame day—the- one from the egg of an 
ce eagle, the other from that of a viper. I am 
44 inclined to think ſo, and I can conceive that 
the artiſt that crawls is jealous of him that 
cc foars—but the man who is but an artiſt him- 
& felf, how can he become envious? In matters 
of wit every man has more or leſs pretenſion— 
6e he has made, perhaps, i in the courſe of his life, 
© a madrigal or a ſong ; and that is enough to make 
ce him the enemy even of Voltaire. Monteſquieu 
© afterall only wrote proſe, M. Jourdaine has done 
& the ſame, but without a man's having handled 
5 18 * or the pencil, how can he be hurt at 
8 . | („ the 


'« the reputation of the Ratuary or the painter? It 
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is becauſe there is a deſcription of men who are 


< naturally enemies to all kinds of excellence; ſuc- | 


* ceſs in others afflicts them; they are hurt at 
*« every kind of merit; they would obſcure the ſun 
e itſelf were they able to fully its luſtre. 
+2608 Among theſe wretches was one Rudricour, a 
<hravo, well known at the theatres and coffee- 
* houſes. for a petulant and troubleſomefellow. He 
*. „ himſelf on being the ſcourge of artiſts, 
e and he would ſtrut about the exhibition room, 
<* his glaſs in his hand, and praiſe in the moſt ar- 


\ 


' *\ rogant m.#:ner what every other perſon decried, 
« and find fault with what others commended. 


© He had conceived a particular malice againſt 
4 Carlo Vanloo, the moſt modeſt of men, the 
moſt open to correction, and who would deface 
be the work before him, if a learner even of the 
art a resreddiffstaßed with it. 


Do you know; ' "ſaid Carlo, one day to me, 


66 why that man is ſo incenſed againſt me? He 
66 frequented my houſe a year ago, and was as 


* complaiſant and cringing as he is now ſpiteful | 


© and ſevere, but in pretending to admire my ta- 
« lents, he was really the admirer of my daughter, 


„and he had one day the inſolence to flip a Billet 
” into her hand, T* poor girl ſhewed us the 


(3 125 „ note 


* 
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* note, and aſked her mother and myſelf what the 
e gentleman wanted. I perceived plainly enough 
that he wanted to ſeduce her, and without con- 


4 deſcending to reproach him, I defired our ama- 


ce teur never to aer 07 houſe again,—He has 
never forgiven me.” In vain I ſtrove to make 


e my friend Carlo conſider ſuch kind of wretches | 
e with the contempt they deſerve. ** Alas!” re- 


& plied he, © they were your Rudricours that broke 
* the heart of Le Moine.“ However, as Carlo had 
the public voice in his favour, and his labours 
« had even been crowned. with ſucceſs, I at 
« length made him ſenſible of this advantage, and 
he became a little more calm. | 1 
 « But one morning when I called at his pon d 
© found the beſt picture he had exhibited torn into 
« pieces, and his wife and daughter ae by it 1 
& in the moſt diſconſolate manner. 
Struck with aſtoniſhment and grief at Rr I 
& ſaw, I aſked the ladies what madman had been 
* (deſtroying ſo fine a production? . Alas!“ re- 
« plied the mother, * *twas my huſband.” . Heis 
out of his ſenſes then? Paſſion has made him 
© fo,” replied ſhe, © nor, do I wonder at it; this 
< unfortunate picture will perhaps be the occaſion 
* of the death of an old and worthy friend. Y ou 
«& know Pacome ; you have ſeen him at our houſe. 


« Ab, 
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« ſolent manner yeſterday in a coffee-houſe by a 


_ * wretch called Rudricour, who abuſed my huſ- 
bands works and his talents, not even ſparing 


* perſonal inſult, but accuſing him of unbounded 


& pride, and of low and undermining hatred for 
every one of his own profeſſion that ſurpalled him 


6e in excellence. 


Pacome had born with temper the ſererity of 
* this man's remarksreſpeCting his friend's produc- 
e tions; but when the flanderer had recourſe to 


*« perſonal inſult, lie defied him to point out a ſin- 
* gle fact, or to produce any evidence in ſupport cf 


his calumny. The word calumny touched the 
e flanderer ty the quick. Here is an evidence,” 
« cried he, threatning at the ſame time to ſtrike 
e him. Pacome being unarmed could not then 
„ avenge the inſult, but on his return home, his 
& wife and children endeavoured in vain to reſtrain 
his reſentment, and to prevent his determining 
eon vengeance or death. His ſon is reſolved to 


die before him; but this is not all, my huſband 


* conſiders it incumbent on himſelf to revenge the 
& inſult offered his friend, and at this moment is 


* charging his piſtols. Overcome with paſſion, 
che will not ſuffer us to appear in his 4 78 70 | 


* nor {ee us again till the affront is done away.” 


(2: «I 


« Ah, M. Drifac, a man of fifty years of age, 
father of a family, was affronted in the moſt in- 
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4 On hearing this unpleafant recital, the idea of 
& Bagieux came ſtrongly into my mind. I went 
& directly to Vanloo and compelled him to open 
& the door of bis cabinet, and ſeeing him in the 
&« act of loading his piſtols“ What are you 
ce 2bout ?” ſaid I, are you not ſenſible that this 
te vile fellow is unworthy your notice, and that it 
* js enough to conſign him to public indignation - 
and contempt.” —** No, M. Driſac,“ ſaid he, 
if he were a coward, well. and good, but ſince 
de ith all the vileneſs of his character, he has the 
reputation of being courageous, I will fee whe- 
it ether he be as brave as he is inſolent and cruel,” 

60 As he pronounced theſe words, we faw Rudri- i- 
1 cour paſs by in his way to the exhibition, carry- 
44 ing his head very high, with an inſulting coun- 
14 tenance, his hat over his eyes, and a long ſword 
te by his ſide.—“ There he goes,” ſaid Carlo, 
us 1 will wait for him here till his return, and you 

will be my ſecond.” . 3 

© ] had little more dependence upon the piſtols 
xe of Carlo than on Pacome's ſword, but there was 
« no reſtraining a man under the influence of rage 
10 and reſentment. He intreated me to let him 
4 go out, and in ſuch a manner that I could not 
& oppoſe him. I appeared to yield, and contented 


40 myſelf with following bim. But what a ſcene 
did 1 
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ec I'd I behold on his coming out of the cabinet, 

ce what a picture! and how like one of his own 
« painting. His wife, his charming daughter, one 
+ at his feet, the other hanging about his neck, en- 
e deayoured to reſtrain him with their etabraces, 

- & their cries, their tears, and with their expoſtula- 
« tions which nature dictated and which pierced'the 
ce heart, Carlo was inſenſible to all their efforts. 
My friend,” cried he, © my friend is amen, ; 
« | muſt revenge him or die in the attempt;” and 
che tore himſelf from their arms. His wife fell 
« into a ſwoon; his tender and feeble child ſtill 
ei hung about him. She had ſeen the piſtols con- 

« cealed under his coat, and getting over the timi- 

« dity of her age and ſex, the endeavoured, as a laft 

<< reſource, to diſarm him.“ What are you doing, 

* my child,“ faid he, they are charged, and if one 

« of them goes off, you will kill your father? '— — 
the fell down without colour or motion. 

My brave Carlo,” faid I, „ you have the 
feelings of a man of honour and Courage, one 
cannot deny it; but you are going to act like 
* a bravado, if you attack your adverſary as he 
comes out of the exhibition room; it will ap- 
pear as if you expected to be ſeparated by the by- 

&« ftanders. Will you give me leave to con- 
9 duet you in a quiet manner to ſome place where 


| . „ wor 
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« you will be more at eaſe] Pa Ves, ſaid Wy 
s with great ſatisfaction, tis what I wiſh.” —=- 
A Stay then where you are, till you ſee us go by, 
« and then follow us; and in the mean while con- 
* ſole * two ladies —1 ſhall go to the exhibi- 

= tion.“ 
went thither and quickly parka my man 


Þ | «; in the crowd, his glaſs at his right eye, looking 


« over the pictures and depreciating the beſt of 
0 them in the moſt inſolent manner, to the great 
© ſcandal of three young artiſts, who were obſerv- 
ing him, and were much exaſperated at his impu- 

* dence. I drew near and ſtood behind him, the 
« better to hear and to join in the converſation, 
“ heard him exclaim on the ſubject of a picture- 
* of Virnet's ; ** Fit only for a fan- mount! I ex- 
claimed, What beauty | what truth of colouring | 
were ever {ky, water, air, and light better expreſ- 

ec ſed?” He ſurveyed me from head to foot, and ſtep- 
© ping on, and examining a piece of Deſhaie's, he 
d obſerved, . Tas art without talent?” Ireplied, 

« Tt was pure genius.” Ile looked at a picture of 
, Vien's, and cried, © Tis the work of a learner !”? 
* and I anſwered, © Of a learner who rivals the 

& greateſt maſters.” He turned towards one of 

» Lagrenee's pieces, It is cold and manner'd?” 

15 ſaid he. Yes,” replied I, cold as Albano, 


a a | «an 
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te and manner'd as Correggio.” At laſt perceiving 
ie the vacant frame of Vanloo's picture, © He has 
„ done well,” ſaid he, ſmiling, to remove it. 
There was never any thing fo inſipid!“ « He 

* has done ill, replied I, there was never ray 
thing ſo ſublime !” 

My replies enraged him, he looked at me a ſe- 
« cond time over his ſhoulder, and ſaid, . How ] 
<« troubleſome it is to be near a fool !” l anfwer- 
«ed, © How tormenting it is to meet with a cox- 

«© comb!” He then turned about, and taking me 
« for a young artiſt, gave me a fillip on the noſe. 
] did not move a ſtep, and without making any 
« diſturbance I put my hat upon my head: Sir,” 
« faid I, “ you fee this cockade? “ Yes, I ſee 
„ it.. And therefore l' And therefore !” 
© replied he, mimicking my manner of ſpeak- 
ing. Gentlemen,“ ſaid I to the three artiſts, 
te who ſeemed aſtoniſhed at my calmneſs, * will 
you walk with me; I generally take a little air 
«in the morning in the Champs Ely/zes ; it gives 
„me an appetite to my dinner.“ —** I go there 
© too; ſometimes,” replied my man, . for exerciſe 
does me good,” —At this inſtant I ſet out with 
«© my young people, who ſeemed not a little exaſ- 
*c perated againſt my adverſary, 
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Vanloo waited for me in the way: © Well, * 


66 faid he, where is our man?” —**< He is ſol- 
40 lowing us; let us go the Champ Elyſées.“—As 
te they walked along, Vanloo informed the artiſts 
of Pacome's adventure, but he was totally unac- 
« quainted with mine. I had requeſted 898 not 
4 to ſay a word about it. 
. <« Rudricour haſtened to the ſpot, and we per- 
wh ceived him making up towards us along another 

* walk, but Pacome and his fon, who had certain, 
« been watching his motions, followed him at a lit- 
« tle diſtance, their hats on their head, and their 
'« ſwords at their fide. Mercy on us! "twas for 
« the firſt time in their lives.. Ah!” faid Car- 
Jo to me, on ſeeing them, rid me of theſe W 
men, they are going to get theraſelves Killed.” 
We immediately joined them. , 

« Softly, Gentlemen,” ſaid I, when we were 
6 altogether : Each perſon has his own quarrel 
« to ſettle, for with your good leave, I have alſo 
mine, and our common adverſary ſhalt begin 
with me, if you will allow it.“ —** You, Sir, 
« cried Carlo, you are no more than a fecond ; 
I perceive your intention, and feel the obliga- 
„tion, but do not carry it any farther, and be aſ- 
« ſured, that without your kind interpoſition, we 
e ſhall be able to do Ry the injury.” —“ Your 


injury 
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4% injury! very well,“ replied I, © but mine! 
& Yours |'—& Aye, | my- fillip on the noſe 
6 Js it you who have received it; is it you that: 
« muſt revenge it?” He did not underſtand me; I 
4 explained the matter. Carlo appeared unwilling 
to believe it, but J had: my three witneſſes at 
„ hand. „It was not on your account, but on 
« my own that I requeſted this worthy man to 
„take a walk here; and ſince I invited him, it is 
© my- duty to: receive him. I fhall not be long 
about the matter, and in a few minutes I will 
* turn him over to you alive or dead.” 

% Rudricour was out of all patience. & Excufe: 
me,“ ſaid I, making up to him. ] have loſt 
« a few minutes; but theſe gentlemen diſputed the 
precedeney with me. I was under the neceſſity 
of ſhewing them that it was my right; they have 
« ber! it up, and I am now entirely at your ſer- 
e vice. 

* ce Shut he, with an inſulting finite; 
that I have more than one ape in hand . 
10 morning, but let us difpatch yours.“ 

He then drew a ſword of an ell long, ml 1 
« likewiſe drew mine which was of the ufual. 
length; it was yet a maiden one, for J had never 
done more than ſport with my foils. Th 

. G. 5 _« We: 
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e We began by playing with our : blades, as if 
be it were to provoke each other; when, all on a 
e ſudden he made a dreadful lunge at me, which 
*© threatened to pierce me through and through. 
<< Happily my blade turned off the thruſt, and 
4 while he was lengthening his arm and myſelf J 
- * parrying the thruſt, the point of my. ſword met 
4 « his right eye and pierced it. The pain he felt. 3 
|  * ſeemed to be exceſſive, for he inſtantly turned | 
« pale, and letting fall his ſword, Eros him- 
_ . * ſelf by leaning againſt a tree, 
„My friends, who thought 1 1 
0 wounded, were running up to him ; * Don't be 
< alarmed,” ſaid I, * he is alive, he has only loſt 
his bad eye; I have yet a few things to ſay, then 
4% taking up his ſword, I made up to him. You 
& appear to have had enough,” ſaid I, © and as far 
44 as it relates to me, I am ſatisfied. But here is a 
9 worthy man whom you have cruelly and wan- 
8s tonly offended. You muſt afk his pardon, if 
you pleaſe, and lay your ſword at his feet” 
« Upon this, he looked at me furiouſly with his 
t left eye, and replied, that he would make no 
« ſuch conceſſion; that he was now defencelefs, 
and that I might kill him if I choſe it.” —* I will 
&« not kill you,” ſaid I, but if you peaks} in | 
5 refuſing to make fo juſt and ſo moderate a re- 
" ." ParatioNts 
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© paration, you are unworthy of ſeeing at all, and 


« you to the * Quinze Vingts.” He then thought 
« fit to comply, and my good friend Carlo, with 
« the two Pacomes, were touched with compaſſion 


« ed to them by him in ſo piteous a condition. 
The three young artiſts were not ſo compaſſi- 
*« onate, and recollecting the faſtidious manner with 


« glaſs at the pictures; © that eye,” cried they, 
God has puniſhed the offending rr” 


« equity, of Providence,” ſaid I. „Know then, 


2G delighted at the recital. © You ſee,” they cried, 
*« good action is never thrown away | — 
Thus engaged in converſation we came near 
the Louvre, full of the pleaſing idea of dearing 
e conſolation to two diſtractèd families, 

«6 Suddenly a guard arreſted me, and told me to fol- 
low him. Some one had certainly ſeen the affray 
ec and had betrayed us. Don't be alarmed,” ſaid 
| * An hoſpital in Paris for the blind, 

. 5 


] defire you'll ſtand upon your defence, for Iam EN 
« poing to pierce the other eye, and to conduct 


« when they received the wretch's ſword preſent- = | 


« which he looked with his right eye through the 
vill never more inſult the works of genius. — 

« Would you have a farther inſtance of the 
« that Carlo once ſaved me this arm which has 


* avenged his own and his friends wrongs. I re- 
© lated my adventure at Laufeld, and they were 


. 


by 
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„ my three companions, {© we are your evidence ;? 
4 and they accompanied me to the priſon. 
Carlo, and the two Pacomes, though more 
e frightened than I was, would have accompanied 
cc me likewiſe; but I entreated them not to interfere 


4 eaſily extricate myſelf, and begged them to 
TO « leave me, and haſten to comfort the ladies. 
| 4 The three witneſſes were heard, and I myſelf 
e underwent an examination; and as the whole 
ce matter appeared nothing more than an infult, a 
„rencontre, a chaſtiſement of inſolence, the officer 
ec charged with the enquiry, aſſured me that it 
„ ſhould ſoon be brought to an iſſue. f 
I was now immured in a priſon, with my heart 
17 overcharged with inexpreſſible joy. 

bad obliged Pacome to receive and keep the 
6 ſword that Rudricour had laid at his feet. It 
« wasa ſufficient teſtimony of his honour. Carlo 
was reſtored to his anxious wife and child. My 
« imagination painted the happy ſcene on his ar- 
* rival; and although in the midſt of a priſon, 1 
i felt à more ſincere We than L had ever before 
« experienced. 

I believe fo,” ſaid Juliet, « but I „ wager 
ce that you were ſtill more delighted when yon 
« law the two families come to your priſon, and 
" perceived. 


U 
* 


* 


« at all in the affair, aſſured them that I ſhould 
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60 perceived bor happy they were to have aer 
& to you the fafety of thoſe whom of all 151 5 
ce they held moſt dear. | 
„Non are right, young lady; ; TRY never was 
« a more engaging ſpectacle than this. They 
e came to me, and in this abode of crimes, of 
© ſhame, of remorſe, and of ſorrow, I ſeemed as 
« ifI was in Paradiſe. The tender and charming 
Caroline embraced me with tears of joy and 
« gratitude; and this was not the higheſt gratifi- 
« cation I experienced on that occaſion. Her 
mother — ah! the eyes of her mother! you 
e ſhould have ſeen them to have had any idea of 
„their expreſſion! and her friend, the wife of 
t. Pacome, and his two daughters] there is no ca- 
ouring that can do juſtice to ſuch a group.— 
„O bleſſed fillip, faid I to myſelf, if I had not 
0 received thee, I could not have imagined that 
e felicity could be carried to ſuch an extreme. I 
*© embraced them all pell-mell, and . wept like a 
child. | 
I then began to quiet their alarms ſpate 
e my ſituation ; and when they were all com- 
« poſed, — . M. Drifac,” faid Carlo, you 
have certainly been ſeeking a W with a 
“ view of revenging our injuries.” — 4+ My 
* friend,” replied I, if it were ſo, you know 
« this 
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te this arm belongs was ; it was you 4 tered | 
ec it, and in juſtice it ſhould have been uſed in your 


| 5 5 ſervice; but I have been inſulted myſelf; and 
6.4 for no other reaſon than having done juſtice to 
4 merit; for having applauded: talents of which 
2 Rudricour ſpoke with inſolent contempt.— 
However, he is now corrected, and it is to be 
4 hoped, if he looks again on the works of 
4 genius, it wilt not be with the ſame eye.” 


Lou may imagine that upon leaving me 


4 Carlo was affiduous to haſten my enlargement. 
He had friends: they exerted themſelves; and 
„the next day Marſhal N 


- ſent for me to his 


©, houſe.” I related ingenuouſly every thing that 


e had happened, except the n which 15 
vas proper to conceal. 7 


- « You are a brave youth, and a true Bie 4 fad 
6 the generous old man. [ ſhall take care of you.“ 


and he kept his word; for I owe all my pro- 


te motion to his patronage. But the friendſhip: of 


4 the two families delighted me more than all the 


« favours of fortune. The younger part loved 
& me with the affection of children for their pa- 


rents, and the elder with that of bauen nur 
* thair ROE” 


THE 
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HAVE my little adventures to relate,“ faid 
Madame Norlis ; but I am reſtrainedby a 
cc certain ſcruple. Can one, after an interval of 
« twenty-five years, ſpeak of one's ſelf in the 
„ ſame advantageous manner as of another perſon ? 
(e It is a point in _— that I muſt refer to our 
&* Curt for ſolution. '—* At fo great a diſtance, 
ec as it were, from one's ſelf, one is ſo little the 
4 ſame perfon,” replied the good man, © that ſelf- 
e love has not much to do in the matter. Have 
% not J related all I had to ſay in favour of my 
„ youthful days? J ſhall n replied the, 
« do the ſame.” 
- 6 J was born in a way in which the bonds 
« of marriage are not indifloluble ; and where a 
« divorce may take place on the free and mutual 
&« conſent of each party. However, as incon- 
« ſtancy made no part of my character, and the 
very idea of ever meeting the man, who, after 
<« having been the half of myſelf, ſhould no longer 
« be any thing to me, hurt my feelings to ſuch a 
degree that I exerted all the reflection my age 


oP © was 


c“ was capable of in the determination of my: 


ce choice, And I did not fo much examine 


6 whether the man propoſed to me was ſuited to 


„ my inclination, as whether I myfelf was ca- 


<< pable of captivating and "y * his 


* heart. LT 
M. Norlis 3 to i avs a mind, ſhot, 


6 
k — 


with a little attention on my part, would be- 


come ſuſceptible of the ſentiments I imagined I 
cc. was able to infpire He looked on me with 


40 pleaſure, liſtened to me with complaiſance, was 


delighted with the ſimple and unaffected turn of 


e my ideas, and often condeſcended to conſult 


* me; and, reſpecting every purſuit fitted to our 


« time of life, our taſtes and opinion were the 


« fame. Thus did my fondeſt hope, that of 
«© making him happy, encreaſe every day; and to 


« ſpeak the truth, that ſentiment was encouraged. 


by the happy deluſion moſt people are under, in 
b hoping what they moſt wiſh to happen. Iloved 


& without knowing that I was in love. Norlis 
* then, among my different ſuitors, had the pre- 
& ference; and five years peaceful and happy 
« union made me ſincerely bleſs the * in which 

6% gave him my hand. 


„„ Two children, a boy, the image of his 3 


2 hs and a girl, which he declared he loved 
6 by 


8 


ST 
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by predilection, becauſe ſhe reſembled me, ce- 
e mented. our union, and I thought I was as fure 
© of my huſband as of myſelf, when on a ſudden 
he changed, grew cold, neglected me, and be- 
gan to abandon his once-loved family. I con- 
« cealed my grief, but endeavoured to find out 
the cauſe of his altered behaviour ;- and I learnt 
that he was paying his court to a young widow, 
& whoſe prudence I heard well ſpoken of, but 
% whoſe attractions gave me the juſteſt alarm. 
„ Madame de Velbac was rather pretty than 
«© handſome. Her pleaſing irregularity of fea- 
« tures, and ſtill more her bewitching turn of 
6“ mind and diſpoſition, bad enchanted my incon- 
« ftant huſband. 5 

„ To every natural attraction of youth the 
& jamed an art, which to me was entirely un- 
« known, the art of ſporting at will with the 
«. hopes and deſires ſhe infpired. Modeſt and ſe- 
6 vere in her principles, ſhe would declare that the 
« man who ſhould preſume to count upon her 
% weakneſs would be a fool; that although ſhe 
had loved and lamented her huſband, ſhe had 
&© not taken the reſolution of dying faithful to his 
« ſhade, that at her age. it would be madneſs to 

& lay herfelf under ſuch reftraint; and that ſhe 
did nat i hold feel; kind of virtue in fufficient 
s eſtimation. 
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« eſtimation to be any ways ambitious of it; that 
* ſhe was deſirous it ſhould be known that her 


heart was free, and that ſhe could again difpoſe 


of it, but that ſhe ſet too great a value art * 


liberty to be induced eaſily to give it up. 


My huſband's fortune and ſituation in lie 
would have ſuited her ſufficiently to make her 


« envy my lot; but this envy, whether it was 


« too flight, or elſe too dexterous to expoſe itſelf, 


let nothing appear in the young widow's heart 
„ buta certain pride and jealouſy of independence, 
and a ſeverity of virtue, over which no arts of 


„ ſeduction could ever triumph. 


„At laſt, when ſhe was well Aire of ber 


% aſcendeney, ſhe thus addreſſed Norlis, (for ! 


„ have been informed of every thing ſince) 
«4 You muſt be out of your ſenſes to talk to me of 


«© love. Lou! the huſband of an amiable and 
«© virtuous. woman, do you conſider me as leſs 


4 eſtimable that) ſhe is? and are you not afraid of : 


becoming deſpicable in my eyes, by your paying 


that homage to me which is another's due, 1 
„ which the fo highly deſerves : 


He bluſhed, acknowledged his folly and 


« error, and avowed himſelf to be unjuſt, — 
But,“ faid he, (as ſay all faithleſs men) ** who 


5 can command his heart? -I can command 
rtr te mine, 


N 


„ o 
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„ mine,” faid Madame deVelbac; . and in ſuch a 
© manner too that I am confident it will never be 


“ influenced by a paſſion that is not juſtifiable and 


— 


*M praiſe-worthy. IJ will, for inſtance, ſuppoſe 


« you, Norlis, poſſeſſed of every accompliſhment 


« of perſon and mind that could render you ami- 


te able in my eyes,—a ſingle circumſtance would 


„ ſpoil all. You have a wife. After that, unite | 


in your own perſon the wit of Ovid, and the 


40 heart of Tibullus, the beauty, the gallantry, | 
the accompliſhments of  Alcibiades, and you 


© would be no more formidable to me than the 


« fool that tires me, or the inſipid languiſhing 


bs. gallant that inſpires nothing but diſguſt.” 
In this manner paſſed their tcte-d-tetes; 
« but in public, and in his preſence, ſhe would 


©& let fall certain maxims, which ſerved him as 


ce leſſons and advice, and which revived in his 
& heart the hope her private converſations diſcou- 


, raged, The praiſe of divorce, the temerity of 


«a perpetual. and irrevocable engagement, the 
& fooliſh obſtinacy of tiring, and of being trouble- 
© {ome to each other, after one has ceaſed to love; 
„% the deceit of man and wife, who mutually 


cheat each other by falſe appearances of tender- 


„ neſs; the apology, in fine, of that change 
aof condition which ought of courſe to be ex- 


66 pected, 5 
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i pected, and whicki| being involuntary, becomes 
i perfectly innocent after mutual declaration,” — 
Such were the topics ſhe would often touch 
6. upon; but ſometimes ſhe would ſpeak in a firmer - 
4 tone. It is incumbent upon two minds united 
% in marriage,” ſhe would ſay, to treat each 
s other with the fulleſt fincerity ; and that, of all 
kinds of hypocriſy, the moſt odious is that of 
« love. I am aware that modeſty in a woman 
Will juſtify a little diſſimulation; but falſeneſs 
« ina man is mere baſeneſs; and it is an homage 
on the part of a man due to the beauty, the vir- 
tue and the innocent credulity of a woman no 
| & longer beloved, to acknowledge himſelf to be 
e unworthy of her, and to reſtore her that liberty, 
« for the facrifice of which en en e | 
e rewarded.” 
„ Theſe leſſons 1 were treaſured. up i in my buf- 
c band's mind as fo many oracles; and the con- 
4 clufion he drew from them was, that he ſhould 
ebe both unhappy and culpable until he ſhould 
« have entirely removed the illuſion I laboured 
under, by laying before me the real ſtate of his. 
« heart. From that time he Hegan to think of a 
© divorce; but not being ſufficiently cruel, or fo 
44 determinedly unjuſt as to propoſe ſuch a meaſure 
6 e he was deſirous of leading me on to 
© make 
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| ks the propoſal myſelf, Fortunately Thad been 

informed of Madame de Velbac's converſations, 
and I was aware of the tendency of them. 
Collected in myſelf, and alone with my 
children, I examined my own ſtrength, my 


« reaſon, my courage, and, above all, my heart, 


for it was neceſſary that 1 ſhould be right 
Hae,” 

„ am no longer beloved,” ſaid I weepings 
and, what is {till more cruel, he whom 1 love, 
and with whom I am united, loves another, — 
Being no ſtranger to his inconſtancy, it is in 


my power to beck theſe chains which are ſo 


troubleſome to him. But can I conſent to do 
it? Can I conſent that the law ſhould divide 


between us, like ſpoils, the fruits of a ſacred 


union? That they ſhould be deprived, the 
one of a father, the other of a mother, and 
both of them, perhaps, become lighted and 
neglected by a jealous, ſtep- mother? No, 
my children,“ cried I, embracing them both, 
I will never conſent to it; it is you op 
ſtrengthen the ſacred ties that bind your father 
and me together, and with my conſent they 


{ ſhall never be broken. I ſhould then indeed 
make you orphans. I ſhall perhaps have much 
to undergo; but it would be for your ſakes, and 

1 
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te the fight of you will always ſoften my ſorrow. 
I ſhould be unnatural if I ſuffered ſelf-love to 
« © triumph over maternal affection. = 
Eh My huſband, in the mean time, was anxious 
40 of finding an occaſion to rid himſelf of the re- 
te proach he felt at deceiving me, and he availed 
* himſelf of a moment in which my heart by effu- 
Et fon of tenderneſs. was endeavouring to re · ani 
& mate his. | 

I « it true, then,” ſaid he coldly, << chat you 
& {till love me?“ Can you aſk me that queſ- 
tion? and are you not well convinced of it?“ 
« What, are you ſtill the ſame, and do you love 
me as much as ever? —“ Yes, the ſame, and 
6 with ſuch affection, that J have no other deſire 
«in the world, but to pleaſe, and make you 
40 happy. — “ O! as for the deſire of making me 
0 happy, I can have no doubt of it; but ] confeſs that 
the more 1 obſerve what paſſes in my own mind, 
the more ] feel it difficult to believe in a paſſion, 
that five years happineſs has not weakened, 15 
It is natural enough,” ſaid I to him, that 
«6 your affection ſhould not have retained the un- 
e alterable equability of mine, for nothing that 
is very violent, is laſting; but as it is now more 
_ 6 moderate it will be more conſtant, and will not 
* loſe 97 of its charms and value in wy eſti- 
4% mation.“ 


cc « He, 
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He did not go on with the ſubject but one 
&« day, as I obſerved him to be very thoughful, I 
&« aſked him the reaſon of it. What anſwer can 
« I make you? I am diſſatisfied with myſelt—for 
] am not an unjuſt man, and I feel that 1 ought 
« never to have changed my ſentiments.” — 
« ſtrove. by my indulgence to ſoften, both in 
 ** reſpect to himſelf and me, the pain this contethon 
« occaſioned. | | 
„O, no, Madam young 124 3 * 
you are, ſaid he with impatience, you de- 
te ſerve ſentiments far different from thoſe ariſing 
4 from mere friendſhip.” Theſe words touched 
eme to the heart, but repreſſing my tears, which 
«© were ready to ſtart from my eyes, I cried, 
O, continue that pure and tender ſentiment of 
10 friendſhip for me, and it will confole me under 
the loſs of your love !—Aﬀer having been 
6 adored, I ſhall be then only cheriſhed—but is 
not that ſufficient if it be laſting. —The illuſions 
of love are, alas! but tranſitory dreams.—It is 
&« a {oft and tender ſentiment, unalterable and as 
„durable as life that I require from my —— 
ce and love is not of that deſcription.? 
Love,“ replied he, has never been contented 
3 with ſuch an Et and you yourſelf love 


* os 
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<< me but Litle, if you could pardon me for loving 
you in ſuch a manner.“ 
„ love you,” faid I, more chain my life, "ai 


as much as I poſſibly can love—of this 1 amn 


4 very ſenfible—let others analiſe ſentiments they 
do not pofſeſs—I give myſelf up to thoſe I 
„feel they make me happy, I glory in them, 
* and I would cheriſh them even if they became 
CO my torment. —Befſides, I have much dependence 
4 on the goodneſs of your heart—you will never 
«be ſo unjuſt as to refuſe me your eſteem, never 
4 ſo cruel as to deny me that tender good-will, 
ce which cannot but be beſtowed upon one who 
et exiſts only for you and that will ſatisfy me. 
c But,“ replied he, © a diſſipated huſband can 
no longer make you happy, and I foreſee that a 
<"folitary life will become very tireſome to you.“ 
Do not give yourſelf any uneaſineſs on that 


. head,“ anſwered I, inthe kindeſt manner; my 
<6 children will amuſe me, they will engage my 


ce cares and attention. And then, my books, my 
« houſehold affairs, your idea, and yourſelf ſome- 
6 Kine," my dear friend wiſh for noting 


48 more.“ 


£ He: appeared cookie and Joſt 3 in thou ght, 
and after a few minutes ſilence, What con- 
6 trariety,” ſaid he, ( what caprice of nature | why 
cc ought | 
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_ Egught not one to love moſt, what is TIEN the 


ohjectof our eſteem.” Aſter theſe words he went 
out ve the roomy and I called 19 children to 
LY me.” : 2 


8 Fixed ant Glent with grief, I gazed upon 


ce their countenances, and their ſweet looks ſeemed 


to heal the wounds of my heart. L then ob- 
« ſerved their amuſements and their innocent joy ; 


ce That joys” ſaid I, weeping, * ſhall be mine. I 


< ſhall yet at leaſt be happy in their happineſs.” 
« Whilſt I thus ſolaced myſelf with ſuch reflec 


& tions, accompanied with tears that gave me 


relief, my huſband repaired to my, rival to get 
&« rid of the uneaſineſs our late interview had 
ee given him.—< At laſt,” ſaid he, “ amno 


ee longer guilty of diſſimulation towards a moſt | 
< eſtimable woman. I have juſt confeſſed to her 


that I no longer love her.“ “ What was her 


e reply to theſe kind words?” That ſhe would 
ec be ſatisfied with mere friendſhip.” — Very 
60 well; ſhe looked for ſuch a declaration, and 
6 her ſedate and proud mind could not deign 
© to be moved at it. Certainly five years of 
e love and happineſs may well furniſh the mind, 
«© with a ſufficient degree of philoſophy to render 
eit in ſome meaſure unmoved at the indifference 


« of Huſband, And beſides, an elevated rank, 
| H * children, 
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6“ children, a conſiderable fortune, the opulence By 


of a houſe where ſhe commands as a ſovereign, all 
e contribute to bear her up againſt the diſappoints 
ments of love. Yet your preſent ſituation toge- 
6 ther is rather aukward. What a dull :#e-4-t4te ! 
e and what drang parts you are about to act!ꝰ 
Oh! no,“ replied he, after having once 
c broken the charm all hopes of good intelligence 
c are loſt. It would be, both to one and the 
other, the changing of an enchanted palace into 
& a frightful deſert. When things are carried thus 
& far a divorce is inevitable.” 
* Indeed,” replied Madame de Velbac, «5 


4 ſhould have already taken place, had it been my 


* caſe. Juſt Heaven] a huſband declares to her 
4 face that he loves his wife no longer! After 
4 ſuch a piece of blaſphemy you muſt either in- 


2M ſtantly quit the temple of Hymen or be expoſed 


to the reſentment of a deity who never pardons, | 
and whoſe vengeance is terrible.“ | 
&« As ſoon as the young 7 15 learnt that! 
6 « perceived myſelf to be neglected and forſaken, 
6 ſhe had the goodneſs to be the means of providing 
me comforters. A myſterious report among 
« her aſſociates announced my approaching divorce; 
« and at the ſame time the praiſes beſtowed upon 
be * perſon and diſpoſition, excited wiſhes to 
* ſucceed 
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©& ſucceed the huſband I was going to be ſeparated” 
&« from. I had many pretenders, and / perceived 
c them eagerly attentive to pleaſe me, before | was 
e even aware of their intentions. 

“Among theſe was an Engliſhman of a noble 
te and engaging countenance, and of a melan- 
6e choly turn of mind, which was extremely 
„ intereſting, as it was ſtrongly tempered with 
e truth and candour. His name was Lord Alt- 
© mon; he got himſelf introduced to me, and 
e viſited me oftener than 1 could have wiſhed; he 
* obſerved me much, ſpake but little, and ſeemed 
6 very deſirous of findingan e of nt 
« a tete a- tete with me. 

One day he found me alone. Madam,” 
« ſaid he, ſincerity is a quality in women which 
« ] hold in the higheſt eſteem ; and I believe you 
are poſſeſſed of it. Speak then with frankneſs, 
What is your idea of me? not you find me 
% very gloomy and very ſtupid?” —* Certain 
% not ſtupid,” ſaid I, but a little gloomy, I : 

« muſt confeſs.” Do you know the reaſon of 
it?“ ſaid he, © It is becauſe I ſee nothing in this 
« world thatattaches me to life. My heart languiſhes q 
and fades like a plant deprived of its root; my 
« family is extinct, and I am left young and alone.” 
„Ahe Lad country, and would ſhed my blood in 
— its 


„ 


- 


— 
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« its ſervice; but i cannot bear to Ae in it. 5 8 
<« aſcribed this ennui to the nature of the Uimate, 
LA fought a purer ſun-ſhine, and a more kindly 
„ fſky. I enjoyed them for a while ; but, I know 
& not how, their luſtre was ſoon over-clouded. 
6% Alas, I fear the cloud is my own foul. The 

cold that affects it condenſes the maſs of vapours 
n chat ſurround it.” 1 recollect theſe er 
6 their novelty ſtruck me. | 
And what,” faid I, „has nothing during the 
« age of pleaſures, been able to cure this indiffer- 
d ence??? “The gratifications of benevolence,” re- 
ce plied he, have ſometimes intereſted and af- 
4 fected me.— But theſe gratifications are only 
* momentary. When one has done good, ore 
* ſoon forgets it.— The pleaſures arifing from 
*, vanity always appeared to me to be no better 
« thari the ſports of children thoſe of avarice are 
«, only pardonable i in old age, and thoſe'of ambi⸗ 
. tion coſt more than they are worth I deſpiſe 
44 falſe glory true glory is rare, and too dear for 
my acquiſition. The eſteem of others is neceſ- 
4 fary; I feel that it is ſo, but it does not greatly 
« flatter me It is like the air I breathe, a want 
© without a gratification. —As for the fanciful pur- | 
6 fuits which riches create in a mind fick with 
ta Doc! n 19033 bv 0 00 1 e * 
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1 ſatiety and languor, 4 have tried their efficacy 


© in vain.—I could never congratulate myſelf 
upon the ſwiftneſs of my race horſes. My 1 me- 
es lancholy ideas took off from the beauty of my | 
> gardens; and deprived my lawns of. their Ver- 
« dure.—After collecting maſter-pieces of painting | 
and ſculpture, and after having coldly admired 
their excellence, I conſigned them to the. in- 
1. ſpection of others. I do not ſpeak of ſuch pur- 
< ſuits. as are degraded by the venality of their 
0 objects. Nothing that was vile could ever find 
« its way to my heart.“ « And friendſhip,” ſaid 1 
« to him.—* Ah, friendſhip ! I have found it,“ 
« faid he, in books; but theſe very books ſpeak 
< of it as a phoenix—they ſpeak too, of the charms 
of love, — as to them I believe they may exiſt; 
ce but the deſire of giving way to ſuch a paſſion 
« is extinguiſhed by the want of aliment. And 
6 how can one dare to love, when one is conſcious 
ce of not being amiable ??—* Aman becomes fo,” 2 
« faid I, „ by the mere defire of pleaſing.” — 
« Yes, Madam, but ſuch defires ſhould be fed by ; 
e hope; and that hope which alone would recon- 
c eile me to life, J have never poſſeſſed, and I am 
now farther from poſſeſſing it than ever.” At 
ce * theſe words he caſt his eyes upon the ground. 
"28 1 would adviſe you,” ſaid I,“ not to be 


3 & diſcou- 
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« difcouraged ; you poſſeſs every e that can 
4 inſpire, in the breaſt of an amiable and virtuous 
10 woman, an inclination which you will ſhare 
< with her. Love will re-animate that heart the 
4 warmth of which you imagine to. be extin-. 
40 guiſhed; and when to the name of huſband you 


| Y % add that of father, you will find your attack __ 
| | 00 ment to the world renew-ed by. the N wm 4 


all ties and connexions. “. 
; « Alas! cried he, 'tis all 15 with! "Ns the 
« object of my higheſt ambition! But how 
„ ſhall I indulge the charming hope? Tis you 
alone that can realize it.“ —“ J, My Lord!“ 
« Yes, Madam; you alone. I know that yo 
ce and M. Norlis ate. ſhortly to be ſeparat- 
40 ed. I know it from good authority ; - and this 
5 © « information induced me to aſpire to the happi- 
4 neſs of ſucceeding him. I am no adept i in gal- 
« lantry. I am unacquainted with the art of 
giving a graceful turn to a declaration of love ; 2 
« but of all women in the world it is you I pre- 
& fer; and of all women it is you I am moſt am- 
“ bitious to render happy. I have ten thouſand 


4 pounds a year to lay at your feet, and a heart 


« which never loved before, and which can never 
Mg * any other but yourſelf. Does my propolet 
meet your 9 ** | 

« My ? 
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or 


MI Lerd, gtd J. * Lee much flateredby = 
« your offers; but be aſſured you have been 


you that I am going to be divorced, I never 
40 yet had any fach intention; and [ "Os too 
that my huſband has not.” 


I am certain he has ſome thoughts of it, and I 
believe too that he has made ſome preliminary 

_« engagements with Madame de Velbac. How- 

ever, all I aſk is an eventual preference; and, 

if the divorce does not take place, I ee 
my pretenſions.“ 

Wb = wiſhed to know where he had heard of my 
« divorce. © It was at Madame de Velbac's,” 
„ -faid he, „that I heard it; and I thought you 
were upon very good terms with that lady, for 
4 ſhe ſpeaks of you, Madam, with juft praiſe, — 
Happy,“ ſaid the, © will be the huſband that is 

4 truly ſenſible of the value of poſſeſſing you.“ 

4e And accordingly you fee that her friends are 
& eager to offer their wes, and chend ot the 
„ Honour of your choice.“ 

I affured Lord Altmon that the ftory of my 
5 divorce was a mere fable; and he and my other | 
4 ſuitors were politely diſmiſſed. 


The Engliſhman complained to Madame de 
| H 4 c Velbac 


% impoſed upon by thoſe who have repreſented to 


0, Madam, as for NI. Nortis,” aal he, 
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* Velbac that he had been impoſed upon ; ; nt he 
C. affured her that nothing was further from my | 

EF. al. thoughts than the 1 imaginary eee 
* See,” aid ſhe, in a jeering manner to Nor- 
« lis, 4 how you are going to regain your liberty? 


80 No, Sir, I predicted it. When a captive like 
ö * you is held in chains, he is not allowed to break ; 


them and to eſcape. Lou are, it e con- 


, demned to love for ever.” 
135 4 1 perceived him growing daily more e penſive : 
cc and gloomy. * Is it true, ſaid he, “that 
you have touched the worthy Lord Altmon's 

<« heart, and that you may, if you deb cure 

« his melancholy | » Such cures,“ replied I, 
are not to be effected by a woman of a diſpoſi- 

tion ſo equal, ſo quiet, and ſo ſimple as mine. 

To kindle a flame in a frozen heart would be a 

* prodigy in the art of pleaſing; and, if I poſſeſſed 

« the power, I ſhould not exert it to captivate 

 « Lord Altmon.” — © If this man,” ſaid he, 

4 but once loved you, he would ever remain 
your ſlave. . Ves, replied I, „I believe 

« ſo; and happy will be the woman whom he 

„ fhall love.“ He poſſeſſes great wealth. 
% know it.“ He is a Peer of England.“ — 

« That'i is likewiſe a great advantage.”—** He is 


'66 young, well made, a man of unſhaken probity, 
„ and 


9 
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ce and of a ſweet and noble diſpoſition, . and-I can- | 
cc not conceive how ſuch a man can be diſdained.”? 
«, Certainly,” replied I, he will never be dif- 
« dained; and I fancy I now ſee the woman who 
6 will be proud of making a conqueſt of him: 
© She poſſeſſes all the arts of. captivating, and is 
« adorned with all the powers of pleaſing. - She is 
lively, attractive, can rouſe up deſires by ex- 
eiting fear, and can create attentions by jealou- 
&« ſies. She is formed on purpoſe to relieve my 
Lord Altmon's languor, and I think her worth 
6e of him.“ * And who, ſaid he, is this refined 
s coquette?”—4 Oh! that is the ſecret of my 
penetration. When My. Lord marries her I 
will tell you it is ſhe; till then I muſt leave 1 
if you pleaſe, to gueſs at it. 52 
Do you not perceive,” ſaid Madame de Vel: 
% bac,”. as my huſband related this converſation 
*« to her, * that this portrait was meant for me?” 
Well, Sir, ſince ſhe entertains ſuch an idea 
e of the power of my artifices, it would be right to 
«© ſhew her that ſhe i is not miſtaken. As: long as 
** ſhe conſiders your heart diſengaged it is very 
natural ſhe ſhould hope to regain its affections: 
But yoa ſhould deſtroy this hope; and if it be 
true that ſhe has a beloved rival, it is neceſſary 
-M that ſhe ſhould know it: She i is too eſtimable 


Hs e Wage 
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te not to deſerve ſuch an avowal. You owe it to 
| © her, and you owe it to yourſelf. . And, 
„ Madam, will you permit me to name her 


ral Juſt as you pleaſe, Sir. But no, Tam 


6 not yet ſure enough of you, nor perhaps of my- 


e elf,” added ſhe, laughing ; © one don't know, 


I may perhaps, even this evening, orto-morrow, 


44 meet with a man more captivating, more dan- 


4 gerous than yourſelf; a Lord Altmon, for in- 
C ſtance. Believe me, Sir, don't name me al 
you ſee me at the alta.“ 

* My huſband came in, and found a 
& in teaching my daughter her leſſon.— Come,” 
. faid I to him, © hear her a little, how well 
_ © ſhe begins to read, and give her a kiſs for her 
% recompence.” He kifſed the child, and I _—_ 


44 ceived a tear gliſten in his eye. 


During che leſſon he threw himſelf into an 
« 3 ; roſe up, walked about the room 
< with haſty ſtrides, and appeared to be in great 
<« agitation of mind. He then ſuddenly left the 


© room, and retired to his cloſet. At length, 


tt after much conflict with himſelf he repaired to 


„ my rival, and confeſſed that he was too weak, _ 


4 and too intimidated. to be able to ſpeak to me 
1 asg an ns” ſaid ſhe; and 
bY „ — | 


— 
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ve 1 ſee that I muſt aſſiſt oy" or you will never : 


* come to any explanation 

„ An anonymous Ener, as from one of my 
© friends, was that morning put into the hands of 
« Paulette, my faithful waiting-maid, I received 
cc it, and read the following words: 
* © Should Madame de Norlis be thus deerpek and 
abandoned? Is ſhe ignorant, or does ſhe diſlemble 
© her knowledge of her huſband's inconſtaeny ? 
With a heart taken up with another paſſion, can 
© he {till impoſe upon her? or elſe has ſhe ſo little 
© pride and courage as not to dare to DANES: 
© herſelf from ſuch bonds? 5 


had no doubt but chat this note came from 


* my rival; and, as it was calculated to provoke 
ce a deciſive reſolution, I was unwilling not to 
4% avail myſelf of it. 

«© Nofrlis, ſaid I, Jeoking at my huſband; 
« we make people jealous. Here, read what I 
« have received from ſome one of my good friends.” 
« He read it, and, affeCting to be ſurprized, 5 
« What think you,” ſaid he, * of this piece of 
* officious advice? . You may perceive what I . 
“think of it, by the manner in which I lay the 
6& matter before you.” —** You don't believe then 
% that my heart can be capable of infidelity?—- 
4 J do not believe it impoſſible,” —6+ And if it 

H 6. „ Were 
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I 6 


we true?” ſaid he, fixing his eyes on mine. =» 
If it were true I would compaſſionate Wande 

And you would give me up?” —44 Oh! no.“ 
But after my crime! That crime would be 


an error, and I ſhould pardon it.“ ? Tis too 


much,” ſaid he, rifing up; and if you have 


v5 conſtancy enough to be unhappy with me, I 
have not enough to ſuffer you to be ſo, and to 
© be at the ſame time the witneſs of 1 ity as well 


as the cauſe.” JJ a, 


 « You do not know then,” ſaid I. . « thas from 


£6 


46 


40 


c 


La, 


C6 


the due diſcharge of our duty, we find no ſmall 
conſolation under unmerited afflictions? The 


mere title of father of my children gives you an 


unalterable right to my tenderneſs; and your 


conduct cannot force me to renounce it. Being 
united to you, 1 ſhould neither allow myſelf to 
hate you under misfortune, nor to abandon you 


if ſick. You would be both the one and the 


other under the influence of a wild paſſion. It 
would, however, be a delirium of which I. 
ſhould wait for the cure, and, in the mean 
while, I ſhould do all-in my power to haſten 


your recovery. — .] ſhould be then the object 


of your pity.”—** Rather ſay of my compaſ- 


ſion, and of ſuch a kind as a child feels for her 


+ father, when ſhe watches over him on his bed 


* 2 
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«© of ickneſs? t is a ſentiment: which you? 
« huſbahd does not require from you. His indifs | 
© poſition, if he labours under . is not a trans 
_« ſient attack.“ I was ſilent. i 
Tn me, fd Ke, by what means, 5 
t received this note.” —< It was put into Paus 
1 lette's hands, and 1 1221 it from her. — This 
“ Paulette is meddling with every thing, and you 
© have already perceived that I am diſpleaſed 
« with her. I beg you will rid me of her pres 
« ſence.” He ſpake theſe words in a rough 
© manner, and he went out of the room without 
Waiting my anſwer, and ſeemingly oppreſſed 
<< by the effort he had juſt made to appear unjuſt 
* and cruel. I was at this moment as much 
41 agitated and overcome as himſelf. n 
After what I had ſuffered dam u my huſband's | 

« conduct, it was no great ſacrifice for me to diſ- 
© miſs this poor girl, and yet it was an inciderit F 
ce was ſcarcely able to bear. Is that my huſ- 
„band?“ ſaid I. What! is that the man Who 
e wasonce ſo indulgent, fo tender and fo kind? To 
© vhat a wretched condition has * ee 1 
e fon brought him.” - 5 * 
I ſent for Paulette; and as oY was uſed to 

« bring in my children to me, ſhe came in leading - 
* them by the hands, I ſtood in need of comfort, 


40 and : 
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. and 1 began carefſing them, for it was only by 
4 preſſing them againſt my heart that I felt my 

«© fortitude and courage revive. At length, when 
© my reſolution was a little fortified. © Paulette, 
 *faid I, you know I wiſh you well. You have 
ct ſerved me with zealous fidelity, and I have no- 


ching to ſay but in your favour; but my good 


4 girl, 1 muſt diſcharge you from my ſervice. Do 
4 not aſk me the reaſon, I ſhall find you another 
c „„ IT IN RH FRO e e OE 5 
N 
. Paulette, all aſtoniſhed ad wenibitng, had 
e not power to make any reply, and ſuddenly 
4 burſting into tears, threw herſelf at my feet. 
My two children ſeeing her diſtracted ſituation, 
* ſcreamed out, and fell down upon her. I was 
de never more affected in my life. What have 
4 done,“ cried ſhe at laſt. © O my dear lady, 
I would give up my life for your ſake | Heaven 
© is my witneſs that I lived only for you, and you 
« diſcharge me | Unhappy creature that I am, 
c what have I been guilty of ?? O of no- 
& thing?” continued ſhe, „nothing!“ IJ am 
innocent, and yet you are forced to diſmiſs me, 
there are people that take a ne! in giving. 
«6 you Pun. 1 perceive it but plainly. Ah 
| my 
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| 1. my dear Madam, ax ould A break 
& your heart,” 
„ Alarmed and 4 00 at her e 1 
4 impoſed ſilence upon her. By all the friend- 
« ſhip I feel for you,” ſaid I to her, and which 
6 ] ſhall ever feel, I forbid you, Paulette, to 
© hold ſuch language, and if a word of this kind 
tc eſcape you again, I ſhall deſpiſe and hate you as 
& much as 1 have heretofore loved Tour Go, 
1 with out making any further complaint.” - 
My hufband faw her go away like a criminal, 
© her eyes covered with a veil, and her mouth with, 
aa handkerchief to ſuppreſs her ſobbing. He 
& could not bear the ſight, and ſtarting back like a 
© man overwhelmed with ſhame and remorſe, he 
6& exclaimed ; © Am I fo unjuſt, ſo cruel, fo inhu- 
man? and is the ſo ſubmiſſive and fo patient? 
« There is a girl that never gave me any of- 
« fence, that has affectionately ſerved her miſtreſs, 
and by whom the is much beloved. wiſhed to 
&« have her diſmiſſed, and ſhe is inftantly turned 
4e away, My wife unhappily for me muſt poſſeſs 
« the virtue of an angel, and this heart which 
% gught to adore her, muſt be formed of ice with 
4 reſpect to her and of fire for another, who moſt 
% aſſuredly does not remble her. Inconceivable 
we T thus to be both capricious and depraved 
| 2 66 « yet 


a gere 


| c N must 1 be « unhapp ppy with her? 15 could cond 
"ts demn myſelf to it, if T alone were to be the ſuf 
te ferer. + But on her part, what irkſomeneſs, what 


de tears, what bitter complainings has ſhe not to 
tt encounter. Alas! the more ſhe would be eſtia 
**: mable in my eyes, the more would ſhe render me 
* odious in my own * 1 Tis a fityation truly hor- 


rible, and how ſhall L extricate. myſelf from it. 
I cannot have recourſe to unworthy meaſures} 
a « no, I never ſhall be capable of that !—It was in 
« this manner that he vnboſomed en to Ma- 


5 f dame de Velbac. „ 9 


As to unworthy meaſures,” oP: „ | « W 1 
2 1 think of having recourſe to them? Iſhould 


© hate you if you were even wanting in reſpect 
E and attention for your wife. To become in- 
4 deed. tireſome, troubleſome, and unpleaſant in 
order to get free, may be admiſſible, if you pleaſe, 
6 both in a huſband and a lover, but nothing bes _ 


7 yond it.“ Ah! thoſe expedients,” ſaid he 
F with a deep ſigh, '** are already exhauſted,” — 


5 ec I do not believe it,” ſaid ſne, and for the ho- 


<« nour of my ſex, I am perſuaded that you did not 
“ go about it as you ought.— Madame de Norlis 


40 would never have ſuffered a. declaration on the 


66, ate oF her 5 bulkapd, that her rival Was adored by 
„ i F 431 168 him, 


— 


TAI ES OF AN EVENING. =. 


« any credit to it. 
„ You ſhall how it, if. you \pleata,”. fad yi to 


= her, „I wiſh you to be a witneſs to the una- 


6 ailing efforts I am making to e Roy | 


e 
The propoſal ade has thoughtfal ths; a mo- 
15 ee „Well,“ ſaid ſhe, „ be it ſo. Make 


120 him. 1 muſt hear it , before Loves give 4 


* us acquainted, and I will anſwer. for it, chat if T 


can have a little unconſtrained converſation with 


Ki her, I I will ſoon bring about your diſmiſſion.” 


© I am going to give a ſupper,” faid my 3 


to give her a kind reception.” „ g 
The humiliating idea of being . to 


© ment. 


"OS he e of Ry in the preſence a an 


10 enemy, and the neceſlity of either degrading my? 


of ſell, or of _ ſuperior both to her and to my+ 


6 ſelf, 


60 baud one day to me“ We thall have women 
in the party. I will name ſuch as you will have 5 

„ the complaiſance to invite by cards. Among 
this number will be Madame de Velbac. She 
ig 4 woman of the firſt faſhion, very amiable, and 
8 greatly eſteemed. You in have the abet 


careſs my rival made me ſhudder: and turn pale. 


Rut when I was left alone, I experienced a con- 
« flict which 1 cannot . without en, 


5 * 


— 
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vc ſelf, preſented 0 alternative that inſpired m me 
* with a force which I did not think myſelf capa- 


"x ble of exerting. I made up my mind on the oc- 


<< caſion, and after having diſpatched the cards of 
invitation, I ee waited Madame de Velbac 8 
44 viſit. 


9785 Nothing could bis more ROY and compoſed than 
** her addreſs; nothing more natural and polite 


than my manner of receiving her; and the re- 


« paſt, the converſation that followed it, in aword,. 


e the whole interview both on my part and hers 


e was carried on with perfect decorum, only 


tc with this difference, that Madame de Velbac aſ- 
L ſumed a certain inſinuating manner, and that 


ceaſy coquetry which the played off even amon g 


omen, whilſt my deportment was marked with. 


4c ventleneſs, with ſerenity, with flattering atten- 


es tions, and with an air of reſerve and predomi-- 
* nance that was ſuited to my ſituation, and which. 


ec pointed our hers. She Was aware of it, and ſhe: 
0 endeavoured by the caſe of her manners, by her 
4 vivacity, and by the. brilliancy of her air and 
<< converſation: to out-do:me: I ſmiled at her ac- 
6 compliſhments, E praiſed them, I applauded 
4 her, but juſt as I ſhould admire from my box, an: 
< actreſs who. ſhould be playing for bo amuſe- 
— nent 


« My 
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| 10 My huſband, diffatisfied at the inferiority into 
ce which I had thrown my rival, endeavoured 
& to raiſe her from it by marked attentions. I 


appeared not to perceive this, and directed my 


« attentions towards the other ladies whom my 


© huſband had very unbecomingly neglected. The 


6c affability of my looks, more than that of my 
ci words, diſplayed that certain delicacy of ſenti- 
« ment, imperceptible ſometimes to men, but 
<« which is never loſt upon any of my own ſex. I 
as therefore perſuaded, that if ſucceſs ariſing 


« from vanity diſtinguiſhed her triumphs, the 


ce glory derived from benevolence and from efteem 
„would diſtinguiſh mine; for at leaſt I had this 


b advantage over her, that my reſerve did not excite. 


* envy; while her ſplendour never C failed to mor- 


* tify thoſe whom ſhe ſurpaſied, 


&« As to the men, I was under no farther con- 
* cern than merely not to diſoblige them, being 
& well convinced they would be of the ſame opi- 


„ nion with the women, on ſuch points of compa- 


*© riſon as were worthy.my emulation. 

„Whether the firſt impreſſions which Mis 
*© de Velbac had conceived of my diſpoſition, had 
«** diſcouraged her from pretending to eclipſe me in 


« my own houſe, or that the arts of inſinuation 


& ſeemed. more likely to ** about her purpoſe, 


„ ſhe 


— 


* 
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* ſhe addreſſed me im the FRY engaging affabi- 
«ity; and without meeting her advances with 
'& equal ardour, I nevetheleſs wy no means ns rejec- 
«ted them. LI BEN | N n 
Two days Aerbvarck he came to foe” me. 1 
*& had a few other viſitors at my houſe, and 11 
% warmth of a new and encreaſing friendſhip on 
« her part, and on mine, the appearance. of wich- 
461 ing to cultivate it gave the company an idea that 
J was ignorant of my huſband's attachment to 
„ her. The converſation then turned in a free 
% manner upon the news of the day. The di- 
66 vorce of a certain Madame de I'Yeuſe was the 
4 topic, and every one was aſſiduous to applaud the 
40 ſpirit of that young woman, w ho finding herſelf 
„ betrayed and abandoned, had taken her reſolu- 
c tion to be free. I can pardon her,” ſaid J, 
- 46 ſhe has no children. And if ſhe had,” repli- 
ce ed Madame de Velbac, would not her reſolu- 
© tion be not only pardonable but even praiſe-wor- | 
thy?“ One can ſee, Madam,” ſaid I, 
426 W not a mother. You can have 
* no idea how trifling the little diſappointments of 
© ſelf-lJove and of vanity are in | compariſon with 
„ maternal affection.“ 
„ Children certainly have their claims upon 
eus,“ replied ſhe, . and without being a mother, 
#458 Tg « I feel 
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ec ] feel one may bear much for their ſakes. But a 
woman ſhould not ſuffer herſelf to be contradict- 
6 ed, betrayed and humiliated inceſſantly; an evil 
6 which is to laſt for life, and which is. felt every 
60 moment, is more than human conſtancy can 
6 bear.” Then pretending to relate Madame de 
« PYeuſe's ſtory, ſhe touched upon mine in ſuch 
% manner as wounded me to the heart. At 
<6 Jaſt,” ſaid ſhe, only conceive a huſband, who 
«in order to irritate his wife, introduces her rival 
6 to her in her own houſe, obliges her to give her 
& a good reception, and before her face laviſhes 
£ upon this lady all the attentions of love.” 
„Well,“ ſaid I, without being moved, * if ſhe 
4 had thrown a veil over her huſband's errors, and 
« by concealing them had taught her friends like- 
« wiſe not”, to notice them, the evil would not be 
of long duration. The wiſdom of her conduct 
would perhaps ſoon reclaim him; for there are 
9 but few that are inſenſible to the force of virtu- 
« ous perſeverance; and even if the ill proved re- 
6c medileſs, ſhe would at leaſt have the public 
« efteem in her favour, which would tend to re- 
„ concile her to her fate, while humiliation are ha | 
„ awaits thoſe who deſerve it.“ 
„She appeared hurt at theſe Words: Bi « People,” 
0 ſaid the, © 5“ conlole themſelves as well as they 


| (an 
9 A 


Þ 
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« can, but whatever they may ſay on the occaſion, 
« hamiliation muſt certainly be the lot of the aban- 


« doned woman, who has not courage enough to 


« {creen herſelf from contempt. On ſaying this, 


| 4 ſhe went away with an air of triumph; and 


«above all, well pleaſed at leaving a poiſoned _ L 


e in my heart. 


I was reſolved not to give war any th 
< erer me, and perceiving that I ſhould either be 


s forced into a quarrel with her, or be daily ago- 
© nized with ſuch kind of ſcenes, I determined 


“ to counteract both theſe projects. Madame 


de Velbac ſoon gave me a favou rable oppor- | 
ay” tunity. I went to return 155 viſit, and I found 
her alone. 


« J was impatient, Madam,” faid ſhe, © to 


cc have the pleaſure of ſeeing you. + have been 
«© guilty of an involuntary offence, and I feel it 
„ incumbent on me to juſtify myſelf. I took up 


<< the cauſe of young Madame de I'Yeuſe, the 
% other day, in your preſence, with rather too 


c much warmth. - I have fince learnt in what 


© manner it offended you, and I aſk your pardon.” 
& For what, Madam? and what can have been 
% ſaid?” — © Alas! that you yourſelf are in a 
& ſimilar ſituation, and that M. de Norlis -—" 
bs * Madam, faid I, with a corrected but 


« impoſing 


(c 
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impoſing ſpiritedneſs of: manner; * there are 


certain. things which one cannot hear but from 
particular friends, and I have not yet the hap- 


pineſs of being upon that footing with you; 


nevertheleſs I am willing to hear what you have 


to ſay; ; 708 firſt of all do me the * to * 


to me.” 


7 


80 Norlis is in fact a worthy and an e 


man. Five years of intimacy, of confidence, 


and of neglect, have only taught me to eſteem 


and love him {till more; and it is impoſſible for 


me not to perceive that nature has formed him 
for a true and ſure friend, an indulgent huſband, 
a good father; in a word, he is, of all other 
men, the man I would ſtill prefer, were my 
choice ſtill to be made. That he ſhould be in- 
fallible, or proof againſt the ſeduQtions-of wit 
and beauty, is more than can be expected from 


him, or from any other man of his time of life. 


The firſt of the virtues of our ſex is ſeldom in 
the number of thoſe of the other. It is thus 
that opinion will have it, and let us not be nibre_ 
ſevere ; and, believe me, theſe crimes of love, 

which are ſo unpardonable in the eyes of a young 


miſtreſs, are conſidered with more lenity by an 


indulgent wife, and eſpecially by a good mother, 


6 Admiving then that M. Norlis has all thoſe 


60 faults 


» % 


' 


— — 
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* Faulto which ate aſchibed' to M. de rVeuſe, it 
* would be my duty to endeayour, by my care, 
my tenderneſs, my complaifance, and by every v 
„means of pleaſing him, to draw him out of the 
4. ſnare in which he had fallen. Now, . A 
. tell me, is he accuſed of this?? 
'« Yes, Madam; and they add, what I can 
« hardly believe, that his error is irretrievable.”— 
Pardon me,” ſaid I, . you may think fo; 
te but I do not. If the woman who has ſeduced 
06 him were virtuous enough to make him deſpair 
sc of ſucceſs, even if ſhe had your charms, Ma- 


„ dam, he would not love her long. Nor would 


e he love her ae if ſhe Would ceaſe to be - 1 
4 mable. 1 5 
„ Madam,” ne ſhe with warmth, «Kadi- | 
1 yorce might be obtained, and Norlis might have 
6 promiſed it.” — “ He has then promiſed an im- 
— 6 poſſibility,” faid I, ſmiling; © for it depends 
« _ 'my conſent, and I will never ſubmit to 
it.“ And if he aſks you ?”—* J will refuſe 
c him. 1 have a two-fold courage to ſupport 
sc me in my reſolution, that of a wife, and that 
46 of . mother; and neither I truſt will forſake 
2 me.“ How, Madam | can you bear negli- 
46 gence, | coldneſs, forgetfulneſs, deſertion? Ah, 
«6; whatever TP: ** ſay, it is too bitter, too hu- 
FATE 5 „ miliating 
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miliating to be borne.” —< I n bear it, 
however, and bear it without ſhame. Virtue 
c can never be degraded. It is ſhe who abaſes all 


if he is unhappy with you „ee Well, we will 


ſhall find happineſs in friendſhip.” _ 

ce But if it be true, as it is reported, that he is 
paſſionately fond of anether woman?“ 5 
« Yes, Madam, it is true that he loves a 


« and mental attraction. But why all this equi- 
« yocation? Yes, Madam, *tis you he loves, I 
« know it, and I forgive him; but I declate to 
&« you, that during my life Norlis ſhall never be- 


40 


ce power to render me unhappy a thouſand ways, 


but J will ſuffer in ſilence. Such iS Wy deſtiny, 
e and TI will fulfil 8 

Since you are ſo well acquainted with the 
* affair,” ſaid ſhe, © I have nothing more to con- 
e from you. It is true that he adores me: 

I have not been able to cure him of this fooliſh 
« paſſion. If you oppoſe it he muſt, however, 
give it up. We ſhall ſoon drive him to deſpair. 
* But why do you perſiſt in your endeayours to 
e retain a heart which can be no longer your's? 
Þ- A thouſand 


cc 


that aim at her humiliation.” —*© But, Madam, 


be ſo together; but not long, I hope; and we 


charming woman, endowed with every perſonal 


come your huſband, It is certainly in his 


0 
= + 
1 
by 
. 
- 
1 


* 2 * 
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SA thouſand others will he at your ſervice, and, 


<& amiable as you are——" 
« ] then aroſe—* I am but little ſenſible,” ; ial, | 


* to the conſolation you give me. I perſiſt, as 


J of you ſay, in being the wife of Norlis, becauſe I 


am a mother, and the mother of his children. 


's 1 


„ 
48 


<« Theſe two relations in which I ſtand, I conſider 


- © as moſt ſacred ; they ſhall both be equally inde- 


& lible; they ſhall both be inſcribed upon my 


; « tomb. 2935 | 
PER... I perceived ſhe was ww at theſe words ; 


*. = 
A 


and ſhe ſuddenly caught hold of my hands, 


\« and preſingthem between hers, ſhe kiſſed them 


with a tranſport, which, as you may well ima- 
« gine, aſtoniſhed me exceedingly, * Ah, Ma- 


« dam,” cried the, „how irreſiſtible is the 


8 aſcendency of virtue, and how weak are all the 
<<. yanities of life, when compared to it!“ 


„ She went to Norlis. Return, Sir,“ ſaid ſhe, 


to the arms of an incomparable woman. Love 
cc her, or at leaſt live for her alone. I at length 
„ know her; and, in truth, although I am not 
„ wanting in ſelf-eſteem, yet I am compelled to 


6 cloſet {or ſo ne. 


« acknowledge that I am greatly her inferior.“ 
. Norlis returned confuſed, and under great | 
depreſſion of mind. He, ſhut himſelf up in his 
hours; and, after much reflec- 
66 tion, 


« 
cc 


40 


9 
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<< tion, he came into my room, where he found 


« me alone, © Madam,” faid he, 60 liſten to 
« me. My heart is full, it is oppreſſed, it 


© ſuffers extremely, and I muſt unburthen it.” 
„Then making a confeſſion of all the injuries | 


c J had ſuffered, and which I have related to 


« you, Such are my faults,” faid he, and as 
9 have confeſſed, I will expiate them. I reſtore 


you a heart ſenſible and aſhamed of its errors, 


% and overflowing with tenderneſs and eſteem. 
4 J dare not add more. You would not believe. 


« me; but for the reſt of my life I ſwear— 
Ah! my dear friend,” ſaid I, throwing 
myſelf into his arms, © hear me. I will call 
ſome Line, who will anſwer for your 
vows. I rang the bell and called for my 
children. © It is by them,” faid I, taking 
them both in my arms, that we ought mu- 
tually to vow to forget.the paſt, and to afford 
them examples of goodneſs, of tenderneſs, and 
<« faithfulneſs. He made the vow with great 
«emotion, and ſeemed to feel inexpreſſible re- 
lief of heart. Vou may judge whether in this 
« moment 1 felt myſelf happy. . 
„After this every thing was changed. My 
66 faithful Paulette was recalled, my houſe be- 


Iz 0” ____ came 


=> hs 


cc 


C6 


( 
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« came more peaceful and agreeable than ever, 
* and I thought 1 perceived daily that love re- 
; < vived in the heart of Norlis; and if this was 
* an illuſion, at leaſt it continued to the lateſt mo- 
4 ment of his life.. 
And your Engliſhman, what 2 af 
8e him?” ſaid Juliet. He was happy likewiſe. 
4 The widow availed herſelf of my prediction. 
« She ſoon inſpired him with a great deal of love, 
« and a great deal of jealouſy, made him feel 
«« great impatience at her caprices, and a great 
4 deſire to poſſeſs her charms. And, after having 
« cured him of his melancholy, ſhe gave him her 
< hand, went to England with him, and was 
« almoſt as happy as myſelf. 3 
Thus ended this intereſting converſation. 
Do you not obſerve,” ſaid Madame de Ver- 
val, „that, among all the happy incidents of our 
% lives which we have been relating, there is not 
© one that was not the reward of a virtuous ſenti- 
8. ment, or the recompence of a good action. So 
true it is that the ſureſt way to become happy i is 
"Mn to be good.” as 


- 
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LEMER, a 7 merchant of Nantes, a 
man of great ſimplicity of manners, a little 
blunt indeed, of quick feelings, and a warm heart; 


in a word, a true Breton, coming to Paris about his 


affairs, took a lodging at a ſmall hotel in a ſolitary 
part of the city. He was of all men the moſt œco- 
nomical, and the leaſt of a miſer. Nor had he 
ever known during hi his whole life any of the wants 
of vanity. | 

Returning home one evening, he met, as he was 
going up ſtairs, an elderly woman who was coming 
down weeping. « What is the matter with you, 
my good woman?“ ſaid he. She curteſied, and 


made no reply. What ails you Speak. No 


&« one weeps without ſorrow.” —. Ah, Sir! as 


CL for ſorrow, I have enough of it. And what 


I 3 4 «is 
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i js the cauſe? are You diſtreſſed Pc No, Sit 
* not I, thank God. Not you? then it is 
«another's W that afflicts you.“ —<" Alas, 4 
«Sir! it is.” —* And who is the perſon? come, 
© explain yourfelf. As ſhe ſtill continued filent— 
Open the door; faid he, to his ſervant : © this 
* woman puts me out of all patience ; but I am de- 
« termined to make her ſpeak.” Come into my 
100m, good woman; come, we are alone; come, 
. {death ! fit you down, and tell me quickly who 
you are; whence you come; and what is the 
_ reaſon of your Weeping.” — “, Sir, my name is 
Pupré; I am a widow ; and I get my bread Y 
*. waiting on ſick perſons ; ; I now attend a young 
man lodged in this houſe, whoſe health is un- 
« dermined by a flow fever, and whom I find to be 
6 „without a friend. Who is this young man * 
— 1 do not know him. Is he known i in the 
25 © houſe | % J believe not. He fell ſick here.” 
His name? . Montalde.”—* Has he the 
c appearance of a decent man "_ 60 Ves, truly, 
4c Sir, and it is that which grieves me. He is of ſo 
« ſweet and kind a diſpoſition; he is always la- 
4 menting that he is giving me trouble. He neyer 
&« awakens in the night without being vexed with 
40 himſelf, and alking my pardon.” —* You fit up 
40 * with him, then, every pight? PO, Sir, cer- 
LA. tainly; ; 


* 
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Any; ; and how could I neglect bim? he has 
no friend but me in the world. Not even a 
« phyſician?”'—< He will not permit me to call 
in one. And yet he perceives that he is in a bad 
« way: and] really believe he is glad of it.“ At = 
theſe. words her tears increaſed, ** Good woman,” 
ſaid Plemer ; perhaps he may be in want? 
« As yet, Sir, he has wanted for nothing; but he 
has juſt deſired me to dif poſe of his watch; it is 
te all he has left: and we are in debt to our land- 
ce lord for the laſt week's ſoups; and to the herboriſt 
« for the herbs I have put into his diet-drink.” — 
« And your pains, your care, your PE EST IE 
« Ah, Sir! if I could but fave him, I ſhould con- 
ce fider myſelf as well paid.” —* Good woman! 
c excellent woman! Here, take this for yourſelf, 
and this for the ſoups, and other wants of the ſick 
c man. Let him imagine his watch is diſpoſed of, 
ce and hark ye, take care of it for him. O, 
„Sir! —”—< Can I ſee him?”—< He does not 
„ ſee any body, Sir. —** Go, and tell him that a 
«© neighbour of his, a man who i is not of this coun- 
6 try, wiſhes to ſee him for a moment.” AE Po 
© morrow, Sir, if you pleaſe,” —*<« Oh, no! the 
* nights are long—T ſhould not Fa I want to 
ede MY before I. go to bed. T love to ſleep in 
n 


14 „ 
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The good woman delivered his meſſage, and 16. 
turned to inform him, that with ſome diffeuley ſhe 
had obtained permiſſion for him to go in. 
_ - He went up to the third ſtory; and entering the 
| ſick mart's room—** Well, my good neighbour,” 
faid he, “ you are not inclined to ſee your friends. 

— My friends! ah, Sir! I were but happy 
« enough to have one in the world!”—< If the 
„ manner in which I hear you ſpoken of be the 
' truth,” ſaid the Breton, you deſerve to have 

many.“ —** Alas, Sir! I do not apprehend that 
„ am even known to you.” —** Excuſe me, 1 
& know you are a worthy man; and as for myſelf, 
7 I am very unceremonious, and ſoon make an ac- 
„ quaintance with the unfortunate. Adieu, my 
* good neighbour ; I will notfatigueyou any longer. 

Sleep quietly ; and dream that you have found a 
« friend in Plemer, the merchant of Nantes. 
& Good night. You have an excellent nurſe; if 


4661 TO fall ſick - myſelf, ſhe on take care of 


66 me.“ 

Montalde could ſcarcely believe the reality of 
what had juſt paſſed: it appeared to him one of 
thoſe kind of illuſive dreams, which are ſent for 
the conſolation of the unfortunate. He aſked his 
nurſe 1 in what manner the ſtranger had learnt any 
| Io thing 
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thing about him.—* He is your neighbour,” ſaid 
ſhe; go to ſleep, and let me ſleep too.“ 

He ſlept but little, yet his ſleep was compoſed 
and comfortable. In the morning his new. friend 
came to ſee him. After enquiring how he had 
paſſed the night; ** You will not then have a phy- 
« fician?” ſaid he. I had two,” replied the 
young man, © Nature and Time: and now I have 
« a third. And who is the third? Friend- 
« ſhip.” “ J hope then,” ſaid Plemer, © that you 
„will follow his preſcriptions. My good woman, 
take care of your ſick charge; and let him want 


for nothing; 10 doctor orders it; he will return 


jn the evening.“ 

Montalde, after beſtowing great paid upon the 
goodneſs of heart of the worthy Breton, aſked his 
nurſe if ſhe had diſpoſed of his watch; and if his 
little debts were diſcharged. The good woman, 
availing herſelf of her authority, replied, that one 
in his ſituation ought to be like a child, and give 
himſelf no concern about any thing. Let it 
* ſuffice,” aid ſhe, 5 to ſay that your debts are 
paid: N . and think only of your 
recovery.“ 

The young man, fearful of offending her by 
ſhewing any uneaſineſs, no longer perſiſted in his 
enquiries. But at a moment when ſhe thought he 
15 was 


%% TE HONEST BRETON. - 


was afleep, he perceived her conſulting the aten 
do know the hour. Every, thing is paid,“ ſaid 
be, and my watch i is ſtill here, and you conceal 
<« jt from me. Ah! I unravel the myſtery. You; 
have diſeloſed more to my neighbour than you » 
va ought, and than 1 could have wiſhed.” ©. 
| The nurſe pretended not to hear him. | W in 
dle evening Plemer was made acquainted with the 
ſick man's uneaſineſs. I will cure him of it, 
aid he; and fitting down near his bed-ſide, and 
| making afew ſevere obſervations upon the folly and 
variety of Pariſian luxury, and upon the miſerable 
pride of opulence ; © Young man,” ſaid he, do 
«« you affix a great value to money? , A great 
« value? no, Sir,” replied he.—** Neither do I. 
anſwered the Breton. And as I am not proud 
« of poſſeſſing wealth, I am not pleaſed that my 
« friend ſhould be aſhamed of wanting it, or of 
“ confeſling his wants to me. Don't teaze this 
<< poor woman then, any longer with your idle deli- 
** cacy; Jam not your friend for nothing.“ —“ Ah, 
4 Sir!” replied he, 1 perceive it well; but how 
scan I be ſufficiently grateful?ꝰ . O, nothing 
&« more eaſy; if ever you have it in your power to 
<.oblige me, I'll promiſe you that you ſhall return 
me a good office. You ſhall be fully gratified;” 
6e if not, you muſt do- without; and we ſhall not 


< be 
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« he the leſs quit. You would be inclined: to do 
c me good; and is not wiſhing to do fo, in fact do- 
ing it? Grateful hearts have no debts of grati- 
e tude unpaid. The pain ariſing from an obliga- 
« tion is e excuſable in an ungrateful diſpoſi- 
<« tion,” —* Certainly,” ſaid the ſick man, „ that 
« is not my difpofition, and I ſhould abhor myſelf 
« if I felt my heart oppreſſed by the weight of a 
e benefaction. And I will confeſs to you that of 
« all men you are the perſon from whom, could 1 
© make my choice, I would moft willingly receive 
% a favour. But ftil}, Sir, I ought to be ſurprized, 
that from the firſt moment of our acquaintance—'? 
—Plemer interrupted him. Hear me,” ſaid he, 
c for a ſick man ſhould hear others ſpeak, and ſpeak 
« but little himſelf. Suppoſe I was a Tartar, an 
Arab, am Hottentot, and finding a fellow-crea- 
ture in miſery, hold out my hand to aſſiſt bw, py 
«is it neceſſary he ſhould aſk me who I am, to 
„have a right to aſſiſt him? Are we fo far from 
«< a ſtate of nature that a man cannot be a friend 
<« to another without he knows his name. As for 
you and myſelf, we are but little acquainted, 
yet we have a good opinion of each other. Let 
*« that idea ſatisfy us, and time will make us bet- 
+ ter acquainted. I, who read but little, have 
5 read in an old book, that in a certain country, I 
1 e know 


afo THE HONEST RE. 


« know not where, when a ſtranger came into a houſe 


& he was well received, he was conducted to the 


I. &« bath ; was cloathed if he ſtood in want of apparel ; 


&« had a good ſupper and a good bed, and on the 


„ morrow, his hoſt, would aſk his name, his coun- 
© try, his birth and his adventures; and then if they 


„ ſuited each other, they would give their hands 
and were afterwards friends for life; if not, it 


* was good morning to you, and a good journey. ; 
The firanger was not the leſs benefited, and 


<& there was end of the matter. What do you 
* think of this kind of politeneſs !—Well, ſuch 


is mine. Let me take care of you till you re- 
& cover, and then we will come to an explanation, 
«In the mean-time compoſe yourſelf, and don't 


cc torment me with your difficulties, Ihave not la- 
* boured thirty years to acquire wealth, to be con- 
c tradicted as to the manner in which I chuſe to 


„ employ it.“ 


« This is truly,” ſaid the young man, «a new 
$6 manger of Ry people x to e fa- 
ce yours.” 

The following day, Plemer 1 a phy- 


5 ſician to the ſick man; he had juſt made an ac- 


* 


quaintance with him by happening to dine to- 
gether at the ſame table, and had already con- 
ceived a great eſteem for him. — He eat,“ ſaid 

40 he 
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Tc he, é with an appetite that made me envy him, 
« and he drank to the full as well. I aſked _ 
« if his digeſtion was equal to his appetite?” —— 
« Yes,” replied he, * without ue chouthfulf 55 
« Tf he was ever ill?” —** No, never.” What 
s his recipe was, and what his regimen? “ Exer- 
& ciſe, and when needful, low living and water.“ 
„% What was his practice in medicine? “ To 7 
« obſerve nature, to let her go on when ſhe can go 
« alone, and when neceſſary to follow and aſſiſt 
„her. I ſpeak of your flow fever.“ A 
© flow fever at his age !” ſaid he, © a diſappoint- 
ment in fortune or in love!“ “e This man is 
no fool I have brought him to you, and here he 
is.“ He came, and after examining the ſick man, 
and talking a few moments with him, anſwered 
for hisrecovery.—* Sir,“ ſaid he to the worthy - 
Plemer, © this young man owes his life to you, 
e without you the ſtroke would have been mortal.” - 
The nurſe followed him out to give him his fee, | 
and Plemer obſerved that he refuſed taking any: 1 
No, no, Sir,“ ſaid he, making up to him, We . 
*© are rich people here none of theſe ceremonies | 
„with us: keep your generoſity for the poor.“ 
„Now,“ ſaid he to Montalde, I am eaſy; 
* you will henceforth ſee me but ſeldom. I am - - 
- going about my affairs, but keep your watch; 3 * 
lick 
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30h e you. 


Be fick man, when b banbet thee; may like to ſee 
<« how the hours paſs away during the night.“ — 
e The night as well as the day,” faid MO; 
e ſhall be the ſeaſon of my gratitude, —*— NE: 
5 * rather that of your friendſhip,” “ | 
- The tranquility, thus reftored to the young | 
man's mind, ſpread its beneficent effects over his 
whole frame, and his fever ſenſibly decreaſing, 
at length totally left him, and gave place to the 
ferenity of a calm convaleſcence. 
At Montalde's time of life, nature is quickly 
renewed and her ſtrength repaired, and Plemer 
had the ſatisfaction of ſeeing his young friend re- 
vive, like a flower watered by his hand when al- 
moſt withered to death. 
„ Now tell me,” ſaid he to bim one day, 
« when he ſaw that his health was completely re- 
| ſtored, © by what wayward fortune a young man 
« {o well diſpoſed and educated as you are, could 
6 have fallen into the ISA | in which I wand 5 


«Tam Wange nid Montalde, E yet the ſtory by 
4c of my misfortunes would be a long one were I 

44 to enter into the detail of them, and let me be 
\ 4c never ſo conciſe I ſhall till relate too many. | 
„ was born at the foot of Mont - d or in tlie 
« moſt fruitful country in the world. When I 
© > 66 ip 


W 


— 
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«ſay it is the Limagne d Auvergne 1. have ſaid all. 
Every one knows how luxuriantly fertile this 
« charming country is. Vet by an unhappy: con- 
« traſt, and difficult to be accounted for, the greater 
number of the inhabitants of this rich n | 
are poor, or in low circumſtances. „ 
« My family was of the latter n 1 | 
% was however bred up with great care; and the 
e habitual view of nature in all its charms, on 
© one hand; the majeſtic aſpect of the mountains, 
on the other; the romantic profpeCt of our orch- 
e ards, of our hills crowned with vines, and of 
the fine meadows below ornamented with fruit- 
trees, and where the cryſtal water from the 
* ſources of the Roya comes winding along in a 
« fall ftream; in fine, the labours, the pleaſures, 
« and, the manners of our country had made fo. 
« lively an impreſſion on my mind, that in con- 
s templating them, I fancied I was born a poet. 
My effays were applauded by people not very - 
« difficult in their judgments, and I confeſs I was 
« far from believing them to be too indulgent. _ 
© Intoxicated with praiſe, and placing all my hopes 
of fortune upon my talents, I requeſted my fa- 
ether not to trouble himſelf about my intereſt in 
<< the diviſion of his fortune; my ſiſters were pro- 
8 vided 8 with every advantage that the law 
ict S would 
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= would allow, and my father dying ſoon hp 
© theſe arrangements, I left my mother with * 
« them in the poſſeſſion of the little inheritance 
4c that fell to me, and which ſhe now enjoys, re- 
5e ſerving to myſelf a ſum juſt ſufficient to ſupport 
me at Paris during the little time that it was ne- 
we ceſſary for me to live before I could begin my | 
c career. Fn | 
£ Almoſt 3 on my arrival, I went to 


7 ſee a man as celebrated for his goodneſs as for A 
his taſte and information, the ſage d' Alembert. 


I never knew a more true philoſopher ; he had 
© been one from his infancy. What nature had 
made him, ſo he appeared every day, and in 
& every ſituation. In this great man, nothing 
* borrowed, nothing faCtitious, nothing ſtudied 
<« ever appeared. His little impatient humoars, 
«* his ingenuous foibles, and his childiſh anger, a8 
5 his friends called it, were as openly diſplayed as 
ce his moſt ſublime: SO or as his Armed and 
c moſt elevated ſentiments, 177 45 | 
A frank and engaging GER inspired me 
& with confidence. I ſpake to him of the hopes 1 
© had been encouraged to form, and requeſting ' 


* him to eſtimate the foundation of them, I pre- 


* him a copy of my labours. Do you 
wiſh,” ſaid he, that I ſhould give you my opi- 
1 e 
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& nion with ſevire as vnrchivel truth?“ “ Yes, 
« Sir,“ ſaid I timidly, * I do, it is the only thing 
« that can be ſerviceable to me; it is like thoſe re- 
„ medies of which the efficacy depends on their 
„ bitterneſs.” —<* Well,” ſaid he, then let us 
40 read,” We read. Ah, Sir, what a ſud- 
« den guft diſſipated all my illuſions. Every thing 
« that I fancied new in my writings was trite. 
& All that I had painted had been before painted 
« x thouſand. times better. He placed my mo» 


« dels before my eyes and J felt myſelf annihilated. - ' 


« He perceived my humiliation, and to relieve me 
from it, he took occaſion to ſay, that deſtitute as 
& had been of inſtruftion and example, he was 
ce {till more aſtoniſhed that inſtinct had ſo well led 
* me on. But he taught me to conſider the fields | 
of poetry as already reaped ; and the treaſures of 
& imagination as a mine of gold already exhauſted. 
&« do not affert,” ſaid he, * that in its depths there 
“are not yet ſome veins reſerved for the exertion of , 
genius; but it requires much digging, and the la- 
© bour muſt be long, and I aſſure you that even 
" after an aſſiduous ſtudy of art and nature, no- 
* thing is more uncertain, nothing more rare than 
* the ſucceſs of poetic Wen. nor is any thiog 
50 more unprofitable, 
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.« You do me, laid I «< a great ſervice: butthe 


«© error was agreeable, and the remedy as painful; 
« therefore, from henceforth, farewel to poetry, 


% But if this means of diſtinguiſhing myſelf from 


« the crowd, and of providing for my ſubſiſtence 
be denied me, what is to become of me 


« You are now, as it were, at confeſſion, ſaid he. 


« Can I with fafety anſwer for your conduct? 


% laid open my ſoul to him, and I did not con. 
ee ceal the little faults of my youth. Come,“ 

4 ſaid he, ſmiling, there is no great harm LS 
« all this; but 'tis now your buſineſs to ſee 


«ns whether you have reſolution enough to ſacrifice 


it a part of your liberty for the advantage of living 


40 quietly at Paris, above want, and in a ſituation 
<< that will enable you to obſerve ws TR and to 


61 * form your taſte,” | 
] acquieſced in theſe 3 ; and a - few 


4 As after, I was entruſted with the education 4 


4e of the Counteſs of Ventaumont's children. 
1 In tracing out a plan for the education of my 
of pupils,  D'Alembert had the goodneſs to give 
« me alſo ſome precepts for my own conduct. 


« In the houſe you are going to live in, familia- 
_ «© rity with any perſon will not become you ; 


« avoid it therefore with the greateſt care. If 


8 others are forgetful of the dignity of your ſtation, 


0 do 


wn, 
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& 8 not be forgetful of it yourſelf, and make them 
« feel it with A becoming pride, Reſerve, polite- 
« neſs, an air of reſpect. beſtowed where you are 
6 conſcious it is due from you; ſuch are the deco- 
6 rums of your | ſituation. Remember you will 
« have to do with pride that you muſt. neither 
6 mortify nor flatter, Speak. little, and hearken 
6 with attention. Preciſion, 1 05 and a natu- 
« ral turn of expreſſion, as of thought, are the. 
5 characteriſtics of a ſound mind; and a man with 
« ſuch recommendations is well received every 
6 where. A man of wit is differently circums, 

« ſtanced; he) 18 liable to be pyniſbed for bis very 

«, ſucceſſes. 1245 

Let truth from your lips be the hs. ofa a 
free but modeſt man. There is a manner of 
6 being ſincere without giving offence. Avoid 
6c jeſting, and even never anſwer the jeſts of others, 
« but by a reſerved ſilence. It is a game that 
ought to be played upon equal terms, and it 
will not be ſo in regard to you. Do not aim 

at wit, for it is a mark that people too often. 
oy miſs; and of all diſappointed. pretenſions this 
e perhaps is the moſt ridiculous, In fine, until, 
the knowledge of the world ſhall have. taught. 
“you how to converſe with grace upon the com- 
mon or frivolous ſubjects, indulge thoſe who ſpeak. 

« well 
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© well in the pleaſure for which they will moſt 
te thank you, that of hearing them, © 
„ MFou are right, ” aid Plemer, c this D'A- | 
, lembert was a man of ſenſe.” —<«© Well,“ replied 
Montalde, c his leſſons were uſeleſs; it was in 
<« vain that I followed them to the beſt of my 
te power; in three months I was diſmiſſed. | 
The Count looking down upon .me, made 
© me feel the great diſtance I ought to keep at 
4 from a man like him. He honoured me ſome- | 
< times with an affable how are you? but it was 
ec en paſſant, and without hearing my anſwer. 
6c. One time, however, he evndeſcended to aſk me 
&© to give him ſome account of his children, $ 
learning. 
„ laid before him the meiden which D' Alem- 
& bert had recommended to me. — Let us 
„ examine it,“ ſaid he, caſting his eyes upon 
ce it, and a moment after he exclaimed, ** What 
« a loſs of time! Latin! what is it good for! 
„ Morality ! that only can be learnt at court or' 
e in the great world! Metaphyſics! Ah! M. 
D' Aleinbert, your definitions, and your analyſes 
& for my children! A little hiſtory is admiſſible, 
40 not that of nations but of families. Vou ſhould 
c give them an abridgment of Moreri, by way 
„of exerciſes. I would have them know who is 
5 «© who 


cs 
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ee who, and, upon occaſion, be able to give an ac- 
ec count of every body. As to the genealogy of my 


& own family, I would have them get it by heart, 
« and never ſpeak about it; for they ought to 


„ learn to feel who they are, but not to humble 
* any one, I have been modeſt n ie! 8 
e have found my account in it.“ 


% What a coxcomb this Count: ras, e 


the Breton; ** and yet, © replied Montalde, he 
„ was a man eaſy. to live with in compariſon with 


the Counteſs; for, all oſtentatious as he was, 


one had only, to; give, way to his foidle i in order 
| « to be well with him. 


8 1 | 


But as for the Countels i it was s impoſſible to 


40 know what ſhe was, or what ſhe wanted. From 


e morning to night, from one hour to another, ſhe 


was ever in extremes. Affable, gentle, fami- 
liar, lofty, arrogant, diſdainful, ſhe would one 


cc 


ce 


* ment, and the next aſſume the moſt unbounded 


pride. You would think ſhe was two diſtinét 


cc perſons.” ** Ah ! had ſhe been my wife, ſaid 


Plemer, in how ſhort a time ſhould I have 
ry brought her to an equality of temper !” 


«© Whenever ſhe appeared to overlook the ad- 
© vantages of birth, I took care not to be too much 


« of her opinion,” ſaid Montalde ; „I would only 


6 confels, 


moment put on an exceſſive modeſty of deport- 


— 
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4. confels that in uch ad yantages there was more 
40 good fortune than glory, and that it was more 
e reaſonable to be glad than proud of them. 
Tou hear him, ſhe would ſay to her wo- 
46; man. It is a journeyman philoſopher that M. 
c D' Alembert er- it to ſend us to cure us of 


ce the fin of pride. And an hour afterwards 


{66 the was again, as it were, in the clouds, and 


1 e ese web rewe 


4. J have heard her declare twenty times whit 4 


| 6 + nothing was more inſipid than praiſing peo- 


% ple beſore their faces. 1 did not want this | 
tc advice to induce me not to hurt her delicacy, 1 


£6. and I was as ſparing in my praiſes as ſhe ſcemed 


-<C. to have wiſhed. But I perceived ſhe was al- 
<« ways diſcontented when I did not dwell upon 
4 and enhance the advantageous things which 
d others d in ber 1 128 or which the laid of 


- herſelf. 


4 She ty diſliked ih: and every 


<6 body knew it; but did I think« myſelf obliged 


8c for that reaſon to be uncivil to her? and is not 
© there a medium betwixt flattery and rudeneſs? 


& and certain delicate diſtinctions which I ought 


«© to have obſerved, and to have availed myſelf of ? 
One day, on reading one of her childrens' 

7 exerciſes, ſhe was ſo angry as not to be able to 
6 keep 


e. 1 her temper. 
to D' Alembert, has no regard for any thing 
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6 Your provincial,” ſaid ſhe, 


but old ſtories. - He talks to my children about 
« the mother of the Gracchi, without ſaying _ 


« 2 word about their own, who, without vanity, 
4 js at leaſt her equal. Fc; 22 


«©. At. length her birth-day came. - She had 


heard that I made verſes ;. the made no doubt of 5 
4 my having compoſed ſome on the preſent occa- 


« fon; and in the morning, when ſhe ſaw me 


come in with her children, as ſhe was at her 


e toilette, ſhe drew herſelf up on her ſeat, and, 
« without doubt, expected to hear us all repeat 
*« ſome fine panegyrics. But how great was her 


« ſurprize when her two children, kiſſing her 


% hand, congratulated her on the day, as if ſhe 


46 had been a mere citizen's wife. Their felicita- 


tions were accompanied indeed with ſome ex- 
e preſſions of tenderneſs, which their hearts dic- 
e tated better than any muſe could have done. 
What, Sir, is this all my children have to ſay 
©& to me on ſuch an occaſion?” Nature, Ma- 
ce dam, has ſpoken, and art has not preſumed to in- 
« terfere. And much leſs,” added I, © has it 
ce dared to ſhew itſelf in my reſpeQtful homage.” 
An ill-natured ſmile betrayed her ſpite. * Your 
. en une, nothing ſurely could be 
«© more 
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5 4c more new, or better turned than that | compli - 
f 4 ment Tis very well, indeed, Sir.” From this 
e moment I totally loſt her good opinion; and it 
was neceſſary that I ſhould think of CY my | 
. $6 retreat, 
« BY the Count, with whom l lived upon per. I 
C ty good terms, would not diſcharge me in a hu- 
_ « miliating manner, and recommended me as ſe= * 
- * cretary. to his friend the Marquis of Fervac, who 
was going on an embaſſy, He preſented me to 
e him, and I had the 1 on dhe firſt inur⸗ 
L view, to be appointed. 
The Marquis was a young ea volſeſel all 
. 40 « that natural and brilliant wit, which meets with 
4 ſuch ſucceſs in the world, but to which neither 
4 ſtudy. nor reflection had ſcarcely ever added any 
0 thing. He could not bear ſerious reading, nor 
tc even go on with a romance if a little long: he 
4 would turn over quickly to the denouement, im- 
patient to diſcover whether the lover had drown- 
& ed himſelf in deſpair, whether he had ſoftened 
e the heart of his cruel fair one, or had cured him- 
4c ſelf of his paſſion.” 
M. Mortald e, ſaid be, hen I was ſet- 
« 6 tled in his houſe, we ſet off in three months, and 
86 ] muſt learn by that time to talk learnedly about 
2 the contents of theſe volumes and papers before 
P | e us, 
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# us. Now, I declare to you, that I have neither 
s leiſure nor reſolution to read this heap of cor- 
« reſpondencies and enen Vet either you 
tc or I muſt get through it.”—< Tt will be my taſk; 
« Sir,” ſaid I; “the conſequence i is evident.“ 
In making your extracts, added he, remem- 
c ber the ſtory of the cook, who reduced the eſ- 
&« ſence of fix dozen hams into the compaſs of a 
4 ſmall phial. The diplomatic ſtile is compreſſible 
4 like air; and I wiſh in this ſmall pocket- book to 
carry all theſe folio volumes about me. You 
_ © will apply yourſelf to this in the day time,” faid 


che, „ in the evening we will frequent the play-  - 


e houſes, and you ſhall make one of my * at 
6 * ſupper.“ | 

het | laboured at this taſk with ſo much che more 
c ardour, as 1 perecived I ſhould become very uſe- 
© ful to the Marquis; and as in the mean while he 


* recompenſed my labours by * me the . 
4 ciate of his pleaſures. 


* Among the dancers of the opera be bs a 1 
< treſs who was very pretty, and amiable enough. 
« Her name was Emily. We ſupped every night 
« at her houſe, with other girls of her profeſſion, 
and a ſelect party of young men. My little ta- 


lent for poetry was found out I Know not how; 
„I was often intreated torecite my verſes, and was 


K © heard 
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heard with that indulgent air of politeneſs which 
c mduced me to think I afforded pleaſure. I will 
not deny that I was highly ſenſible of theſe little 
s ſucceſſes. » 
„Emily had the 8 to diveſt herfelf in 
5 an acquaintance with me, of that ſeverity of a 
4.4 nymph of Diana, which ſerved to keep her train | 
« of ſuitors in awe; and as ſhe was ſure that in 
< her I ſhould reſpe& the object of my ambaſſa- 
. dor's adoration, ſhe deigned ſometimes to become 
familiar. Her companions imitated her. Thus 
«© did 1 ſometimes laugh with them in a corner at 
„ the ſerious and reſpectful decorum that prevailed 
“ at the ſuppers.”—**. You are jeſting,” ſaid Ple- 
mer. Seriouſneſs, and reſpect, and decorumy 4 
« with opera [op ! And what was going for- 
4 * ward there ?”—*< Witty converſation, eaſy and 
4 delicate ren ; ſometimes politics; and on 
\ % my part, now and then, a little poetry—the epi- 
& thalamium of two canary birds—a dialogue bes 
« tween two paroquets—or the triumph of Amelia 
in a pas ſhe had danced, and which had been 
« applauded. Each of the young girls was ambi- 
* tious of the little glory of being celebrated in her 
-< turn; and this ambition led them to ſhew me 
76 particular attentions. Apolline, the miſtreſs of 
4 young: duke, a man a extremely meagre, very 
MI"? DT 40 ** gloomy, 


* 
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« gloomy, much worn out by debauchery, and 
c jealous in proportion as he had the: leſs right to 
ebe ſo, was the lady that appeared the moſt at- 
e tached to me. As ſhe was of a ſatirical turn ſhe 
& amuſed herſelf in laughing with me at the follies 
« of our little court. One time when the ſerious 
& turn of the ſupper had tired her, © Do you 
* know,” ſaid ſhe to me, © that theſe gentlemen, 
4 who are ſo reſerved, and treat us with ſuch re- 
e ſpect in the evening, are the moſt impertinent 
1 ne e women of faſhion i in the morn- 
46 4 ing.“ | +7 | ” 
] aſked her the reaſon of this Gingular contraſt, 
Nothing is plainer,” ſaid ſhe © with us libers + 
« ty is attainable only in the tete-à- tte; and i it is 
« there introduced by billets ſigned by Love or by 
„Fortune, whereas in the world —— The 
« Duke interrupted her by coming up to us, and 
« aſked me if I had any handſome things to a0 . 
them that day. Ves, faid Apolline, a very 5 
amuſing compoſition, upon the ſtupidity of jea- 
lous and tormenting lovers.” The Duke made : 
e wry face, and turned upon his heel. 
Why did you ſpeak in that wide 1 faid I 
* to the giddy girl. To teach him,“ ſaid the, 
to be no longer impertinent. Are you brought 
1 here only for the purpoſe of making verſes? 
K2 « Your 


\ 
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60 Your poetic lyre is a pretty inſtrument, but tbe 
«pleaſure of hearing it ſhould be a favour you 
« ſhould render more ſcarce. . Talents like beauty 
4 loſe their value when diſplayed with prodigality, 
4e and there is a neceſſary coquetr y for * * 
4 ſhall teach you.? ts . 
I anſwered, © that on x the contrary I had ever 
« « thought that little things were only valuable in 
* proportion as we made no parade of them, and 
« that readineſs i in the diſplay of them conciliated 
8 indulgence.” Not at all,” ſaid ſhe, ( know 
* that in your abſence, you are conſidered as a 
« perſon who is obliged to make himſelf amuſing. I 
am much hurt at it, I who love you, and ſee you 
_ © give yourſelfover to the perfidious cajolery, which 
ce they beſtow upon you to bring you into play.” 
« I thanked her, and promiſed to be more reſerved 
in future. But your Duke,” ſaid L, « is diſ- 
* pleaſed, and that makes me uneaſy.”'—** O, no, 
« be. quiet, ſaid ſhe I am like a ſportſman, that 
4 corrects his ſpaniel when he has committed a fault; 
40 but I chaſtiſe him in vain, he offends again even 
* under the laſh. There don't you ſee that he is 
now about? — Congratulate me, ſaid ſhe to 
cc him; „J have made a conqueſt of M. Mon- 
Ku talde ; he does me the honour of dining with me 
« tomorrow, You thall be of the party. He 
— 7 66 will 
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A will recite his verſes upon the jealous lover.“ 
No,“ replied the Duke, I ſhall not have the 
« pleaſure of bearing them; and as he walked: 
„away he added: I am ſick of verſe,” + 
I perceive,” ſaid he to my Ambaſſador, that 
your coxcomical Secretary takes it in his head to 
play the gallant, and endeavours to recommend 
« himſelf by his verſes.— Tell him, I requeſt you, 
© not to be ſo aſſiduous with regard to Apolline. 
J ſhall be diſſatisfied at it, and I ſhould be forry 
© that any one belonging to you ſhould give me 
&* cauſe for diſpleaſure,” “ 
At ſupper I had many inticements to draw 
* forth my muſe, as they ſaid, out of that reverie 
© which threw a damp- upon their gaiety ; ; hay * 
% muſe was inexorable. 
Vou have not been fo agreeable and complii- 5 
" fant as ufvual,” ſaid, the Ambaſſador, as we went 
+ home together; „what has been the matter 
with you? Some caprice or other of a poet?“ 
„Sir,“ faid I, © no one is always agreeable, and 
4] do not conceive it incumbent on me to be at all 
© times complaiſant.”—** Speak the truth, you are 
c ig loye? In love, moſt aſſuredly not, Sir.“ 
* I perceive, however, that you are much taken 
up, and pleaſed with Appolline. But believe 
* me, don't give way to your paſſion, the Duke 
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„ will be diſpleaſed.”—* That will be the leaft of 
„my concerns,” replied. F. „Tou will do wreng. 
© then,” rejoined he, in a more ſerious tone. 
The Duke is my friend, and I would not wiſh 
* that he hadany reaſon to complain of me.” «Of 
« you, Sip | And what is there in common be” 
©. tween your excellence and my connection witli 

Appolline? Are you anſwerable for my conduct x 
% But,” ſaid he, © is it not I that carry you there, 
4 and ſhould not I be the cauſe?”.....* O, a very 
innocent cauſe l However it may be 1405 
will oblige me by not interfering with the plea 
fures of my friends.“ # The means,” faid I,“ are 
* very eafy; it is o be 1 no more of your fupper par- 
<< ties ; nor will] be of them any more.“. Why: py 
„ ſaid he. Becauſe I conſider myfelf us hence 

4 forth prot of my place in the circle of your amuſe- 
t ments. But you are, it appears to me, 
very . received there, however! Yes, as a 


4 witneſs, and to contribute to them; and this 


i part does not at all fuit my diſpoſition.” —< You 
« are proud, M. de Montalde !”—* A little, Sir.“ 
4e But really would you have us be complaiſant 
c enough to permit you to cajole our miftreſſes?” 
& I ought Sir, to reſpect you in yours, but in her 
& only. It is not that the others captivate me 
= more; and —— . — ! am amuſed with Apolline, 

| mu 
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& yet Ican prove, by no longer ſeeing her, that ſhe 
6 holds no place in my heart. But I am deter- 
10 mined to be free, and if I gave any other the 
10 power to prohibit whatever may give me plea - 
« ſure; [ ſhould be no longer ſo. Let us, I requeſt 
you, wave all further diſcuſſion on this pomt. Py” 
The next day, I wrote to Apolline, and in- 
ec formed her that I could not have the pleaſure of 
6 dining with her, without mentioning the reaſon. 
But in the evening, in her box, the Duke had 
: 6 the folly to boaſt that it was he that had forbid- 
6 den me to fee her, without which I ſhould have 
* been diſcharged from my office —O, ho!” 
« ſaid ſhe; © Well, 1 give you your diſcharge 
6 then, and he was inſtantly diſmiſſed, 25 He at- 
1 tributed his diſgrace to me, and went in a rage 
0 to complain to the Ae, who facr ificed 
« me to his reſentment. | 
V And this good girl, this Apolline,” ſaid Ple- 
mer, © you went to fee her, I hope?” —* No, 
« ] was dejected; I was entirely taken up with the 
8 thoughts of my. ſituation, nor would I involve 
& her in my forrows and misfortunes. But in an- 
e ſwer to the note, ſhe had the goodneſs to write 
00 me, announeing the Duke's diſmiſfion, I ac- 
1 knowledged how 3 I was ſenſible of her 
10 bene behaviour.“ —* Had I been in your 
N Ka „ lanes” 


| PE Plather, 00 | hould not "NY been 
« {o much maſter of myſelf; you were wiſer than 
« ever J was in my life.” © It is becauſe you have 
© never felt the pangs of a next day's reffection, 
<« ſaid Moptalde. Misfortune is a great moral · 
4 it, and at this moment 1 was more than ever in 
<« its ſchool.” . 7 1 | 
They were now furnmoned to dinner. Let 
© us make haſte and eat it,” ſaid the Breton, I 
. 42m ip to learn what was now to become 
« of you,” | 
. * You will natweally.3 imagine, » ſaid Montalde, 
<« reſuming the thread of his hiſtory, that I had re- 
* courſe to my kind friend d'Alembert. At the 
© recital of my misfortunes he grew quite impa- 
c tient, and more than once interrupted me by the 
« impulſe of his anger; at one time againſt that | 
& fooliſh pride, at another againſt that ſtill more 
« fooliſh vanity, which,” ſaid he, ſues for petty 
« | ſucceſſes, and ſolicits falſe praiſes. I, for inſtance, 
« what ſhould I go to theſe ſuppers for ? Ought 
4 not I to be aware that 1 ſhould not be in my 
ic place there? But I am ſcolding you, and I take 
«© very good time for it. Excuſe me. Come 
© here again in three days, and don't remember 
« this 1 am going to ſee what Ic can do 
-6 for you.” 


« ] have 


. « Fhave a many unavailing ſteps,” ſaid bos 
« on. ſeeing me again, but at laſt I believe I have 
« hit upon a good plan. Did not you ſay, that 
* towards the end of your ſtudies you had made 
i ſome-progreſs in the law? A little,” ſaid I. 
« Well, among the gentlemen of the long robe 
« I am [acquainted with, is a great diſpatcher of 
* cauſes; He is aſſiſted by, an old ſecretary, to | 
«© whom he wiſhes to give a pupil, who in caſe of 
ic need may take his place. I will propoſe you for 
«c this ſituation, the labour will be hard, but uſeful 
to you. In a little time you will have more le- 
« gal information than moſt of our advocates; with- 
out frequenting the ſchools you will have taken 
ce your degrees; and if yqu perceive you have talents 
for the bar, you may follow that profeſſion. - I 
40 ee the project, and took new courage. 

Monſieur de Ferbois, with whom I was placed, 
cc was a perſon of cool gravity, unalterable calm- 
66 neſs of diſpoſition, and of ſuch ſedate apathy, that 
© neither the good or evil of others could ever diſ- 
<« turb his quiet. He had two hundred law ſuits 
« in hand. in the year, and every day after having 
decided the fate of two families, enriched the 


* one and ruined the other, he would return home 


** with! as mach tranquility as if he had been only 
6 ' taking an airing. © W hat would you. have??? 
5 K 5 00  faid 


eg. 
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«©faid he one day at dinner. „It is the fats of 
« law-ſuits - to make at the ſame time happy and 
ce. unhappy people. One muſt accuſtom one's-ſelf 


| | to it. A judge is like a ſurgeon, and his hand 


s would not be ſteady if he gave way too much to 
“ his feelings. I was ſtruck with this manner of 
se reaſoning, and only concluded that 1 WINE 
< ſhould make a very bad judge. of; 
M. Rapin, the ſecretary of this tcdeol⸗ in 
„ which 1 was placed, was alſo endowed with an 
% uncommon hardneſs of heart; but he united 
4 rudenefs of manners to ĩt; and that bluntneſs of 
humour and language, which he uſed towards 
the clients, he called integrity. I was deceived wy 
8 5 it daring two or three months. K+ 
My patient aſſiduity to the labour which FES 
% impoſed upon me; my diligence in the diſpatch- 
«ing of it, my diffidence, and my - docility in 
4 ſabmitting it to his ſuperior information; the 
« caſe, and perhaps the advantage he - derived 
from it, had gained me his good-will, and from 
the little marks of kindneſs with which M. Fer- 
c“ bots hohoured me from time to time, I per- 
46 #50 that M. a N had ſpoken MTS ada. 
"me. 
“The Secretary drew monthly from a ſmall 
10 box, more or lefs full, what, as he faid, felt to 


1 
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ce my ſhare; and this little recompence ſufficed me 
« ſo well, that I found myſelf in very eaſy circum- 
1 ſtances. My only concern was, that I ſome- 
4 times found, at the end of my extracts, that tho 
« concluſions of the reporter were at variance with 
« thoſe that good ſenſe would have dictated. I 
6 complained of this to D'Alembert, who, upon 
« hearing me made awry face. Leven expreſſed my 
% ſurprize one day to Rapin.— Why do you 
trouble your head about the matter?“ ſaid he ab- 
_ ruptly. When you have made your extracts 
« from a ſuit, and remitted your labours to the 
Judge, your taſk is performed, and you ſhould 
*« think no more of it. Affairs have ſo many 
6 points of view, and the law fo many different 
6 aſpeQs ! | And beſides, what ſignifies it on 
&« which ſide the ſcale of juſtice preponderates? 
" and what is the fate of a ſuit? Loſs or gain 
05 all comes to the ſame at the year's end, as to 
« the public good; there is not a farthing loſs; 
" and law-ſuits are, looking on them in a right | 

point of view, ue elſe but a means ef cir- 
* culation.“ . 


J was not ed ified by my maſter” 8 leſſon. 
*« This game of | heads and tails upon the fate of 
* cauſes, and this circulation of loſs and gain, 
— which | is the ſame thing, took away from the 
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<« reſpect I could have wiſhed to held him kn; and 
« 1 eee 0s e 
6 pletel y) | 
& Being laid up with the ith he was obliged 
e to leave me for ſome time entirely by myſelf, 
* in the midſt of the pleaders. He was uneaſy on 
4 the occaſion. Every day I duly gave him ac- 
count of my labours, and of the audiences I had 


„ given; but I perceived that he was under ſome 


 &®% kind of embarraſſment with mes for which he 
. < did not care to account. 

* One day, after having 8 an 1 of 

« import-nce, which I preſented to him; © Very 
4 well,” faid he; © but have you ſeen the par- 
& ties?” —I replied that I had.—* Well!“ 41 
65 heard them both with attention.” „ Well 
They went away ſatisfied with my reception.” 
And is that all?” — Yes, Sir, that is all; I de» 
« fired them to make themſelves eaſy, and that I 
would expedite their affair as faſt as poſſible.” 
© As faſt as poſſible! Why truly I cannot be 
« ſurprized if each party went away ſatisfied. 
« With this pra of treating them there would 
yo not be 2 — 

8 At theſe words be GL. nd. after 
10 © conſidered for a few moments. No;” ſaid he, 
© 46 r þ. in no bury. Let us ſee; here is 
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5 * that calls far more diſpatch, - The pleaders 
4 for, and/ againſt have requeſted to ſee me. I 
c ſhall ſend you to them. Hear them; promiſe 
6 them nothing; and do not put on fo obligiag an 
« air. You will inform me in bar manner OY 
conduct themſelves . 4 

: & They came; I liſtened to cham. bade | 
but with reſerve, according to Rapin's inſtrucs 
4 tions. One of them, more uneaſy than the 
other at this cool reception, left upon the table 
« a rouleau of gold, which I did not perceive before 
e the client was already gone a good way off.— 
« J took this for an affront, and I repaired to my 
« pouty man to complain of my humiliation. ' © 
 « Rapin eyed me with a down · caſt look, and a 
© ſneerivg ſmile, which was a very bad preſage | 
« for me. Lou are right to be offended,” ſaid : 
% he, * this pleader is a fool, an impertinent fellow. 
% Leave me his gold, and let him dare to appear 
before me; I will treat him as he deſerves; Pl - 
“ ſcold him with a witneſs !??—<<© Atleaſt,” ſaid I, 
& inform him that I did not perceive the affront 
„ he gave me. — “ I will not fail.“ ““ That I 
ran alter bim —t4 Verywell !”—* Thatl called 
„him back. ( Doubtleſs. —4 And that if x 
„had known where to find him I ſhould have 
followed him, and gown his infamous preſent 
8 . 


- 
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at bis head,” —4% 1 will fay all that. A man 
e muſt have a very baſe mind, continued I, to 
fuppoſe a judge's ſecretary could be capable of 
e venality and corruption.“ —© It is true, faid 
% Rapin, it calls for vengeance, and we are not 
« of a diſpoſition to ſuffer ſuch like affronts. 
«But leave me now, my fit is upon me, and ; n 
15 have no occaſion to heat my blood. 

Ah! old Rapin,” ſaid Plemer, I oat 
cr wager that he was making a fool of you, and — . 
he kept the rouleau for himſelf.” - 
„I had ſome ſuſpicion of it,” faid Montalde, 
0 and I intended to have enquired of the pleader 
4 jf he had got his money back again; but Rapin, 
«| who did not like ſuch explanations, was before - 
ce hand with me, and prevented my enquiries. 
* The next day, when 1 waited on M. de Ferbois, 
he received me with more than uſual affability 
c&c and kindneſs. ** M. Montalde,” ſaid he, „ 
c am well ſatisfied with your affiduity and your 
& "diligence, but you. are very little verſed in af- 
c fairs. M. Rapin has not had time to form 
„ you: He is ill, and, in order to ſupply his place, 
6“ I have occaſion for a perſon of more information 
1 and experience than you can poſſeſs. I am 
« very ſorry. I eſteem your talents and your 
5 manners, Go, depend upon me. I ſhall pa- 
„ Oat | 56 troniſe 
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<< troniſe you, and give you "We beſt recom- 
«*rnendanons.”” 1 7? fo 
J went away. without coal any regret af. 
not being any longer of this ſchool, but per- 
© ſuaded, however, that my evil genius delighted 
6 in puſhing me back into an ys as olten as 1 
«endeavoured to get out of it. 
« Behold,“ ſaid I, .I am 4 fn alen, an 
« what can -I do to extricate myſelf? Shall 
« T go again and importune the worthy D'Alem- 
« bert, after he has exhauſted every means to ſerve 
« me? No, it would be baſeneſs. Shall J de- 
te prive my mother of the little income 1 left der, 
« become burdenſome to my ſiſters, and earry 
« back to my native country the mortification of 
10 diſappointed hopes? No, I vill ſooner die! 
« But ſince I have now no reſource but to hang 
« myſelf, why not render this deſperate courage 
« of ſome uſe to my country? I have yet the ho- 
+ nourable reſource of dying a ſoldier. I endea- 
© voured to enliſt; but alas! on being meafured I 
« was found to be a quarter of an "RS below the 
«* ſtandard. 1 | 
«0 othing before this time had ever been more 
1 indifferent to me than my height. I had never 
* even thrown away a thought upon the ſubject. 
* "at there are certain ſituations in life! in which 
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« the ſmalleſt 0 of miſery will completely 
” overwhelm us. The idea of being. unfit even 
for a foot ſoldier, mortified and oppreſſed: me to 


4 the heart. I perceived the gall which mixed 


« with my blood diffuſe itſelf over my whole 
frame; and I felt the ſhivering of the flow fever 


6 in which you found me run through all my | 


„„ veins. I came, with the little. money I had left, 
40 to this hotel, where I fell ſick, and deſired, to 
= have a nurſe. Heaven ſent me this charitable 
woman, this worthy Dupre. It has ſince. ſent 
me the beſt and moſt generous of men. Heaven 
4 will not ſuffer me to be always unfortunate.” - 
2 % No,” replied Plemer, « you ſhall be ſono more, 
4 or ve will be unfortunate together. I have been 
4 Jong looking out for a young man, who, at the 
or head of my. commercial affairs, ſhould be, as it 
$ were, another ſelf; and you may, if you Pleaſe, 
“ become that man.” 0 
| Montalde, overcome * Joy P46" e 
would have fallen at Plemer' s feet, if the latter 
had not. prevented him, < Oh! no tranſports, 
ſaid he, I do not like chem ; they make a man 
s look as if he was aſtoniſhed, and. I would not 
4% have any man be ſo at my doing a kind action: 
6 The air of Paris is good for neither of us. My 
& buſineſs is tranſacted here; I have taken leave 
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65 of my friends; my chaife has room for two, let 
« us ſet off to-morrow for Nantz. The good 
« Dupre, your nurſe, ſhall follow us thither.“ 

_ © Tonly requeſt you will give me time to in- 
« form my worthy friend D'Alembert, of ny good 
« fortune, and to bid him farewell... 

« Let us go and ſee him together,” ſaid Plemer 
„ I will not go away diner: having the pleaſure 
« of ſeeing that man.” 

D'Alembert gave a tart on ſoving Montalde. 
10 Are you there,” ſaid he, I thought you had 
7 been drowned. What has become of you: fincy 
« M. de Ferbois diſmifſed you??? 

& have been ill,“ faid Montalde, 6 and 1 did 
© not dare 

& A fine piece 7] diſcretion, which puts a poof 
© man to the torture! Have I deſerved that you 
* ſhould make a myſtery of the fituation into 
„ which you were fallen??? 

Montalde related all that had happeued to him. 
„Ah! Sir,“ cried the philoſopher, addreſſing 
himſelf to Plemer, what an excellent thing is 
riches in the hands of a beneficent man ! From 
what a painful ſituation do you relieve me b 
“This young man has rendered me more unhappy 
than himſelf, For theſe two months paſt he 
by has Dates my reſt, and I have been looking 
5 | after 
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s after him in van Indeed, Sir, I. have redo 
& to be very angry with you, and I only pardon 
ce you out of conſideration for this excellent man, 
4. ct N the {ond to take a OE, for 
6 you” 
"Pads. if Jam 0 five Hoc 6 I have 
found a better man than myſelf; and I am very 
* glad of it; I did not think there was a better 
5 2 where. Adieu, SH 1 fall x never * 
4 your anger. . 5 | 
They embraced each 1 like t two old friends, 
und on the morrow Plemer and Montalde ſet off. 
PDuring this journey Montalde's health was 
completely ro-eſtabliſhed. His ſoul was wrapped 
in a delicious ſtate of repoſe ; his happineſs ap- 
peated like a dream to him; and the delightful 
proſpects, on the fertile banks of the Loire, contri- 
bated Kill to the enchantment, 
ou are going to be tranfplanted into cio 
4 world,“ aid Plemer; © and I give you notice 
& of it. My account - books have no reſemblance 
& at all to poetry; but you will, perhaps, find in 
them a kind of intelligence which will be equally 
t intereſting to you. It is no ſmall matter to 
combine the wants, the produce, and the means 
« of exchange of all the countries in the two 
« worlds; and to calculate the hazards, the perils, 
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6 the A of a commerce which comprizes | 
« the earth and the ſeas. I hope that in theſe | 
« ſpeculations the head even off a poet will not 
te want ſcope; and, if I am not miſtaken, ps 
„ kind of employ is more worthy of you than h 
« jargon of chicanery or politics,” '' 

In the ſituation from which you have taken 
eme,“ faid Montalde, any employment by 
« which I could honeſtly procure a maintenance 
«& would have been acceptable; but nothing 1 in the 
world can better ſuit me than to be attached for 
« my life to on man wiki das reſtored it to 
LY me. 1 VINES | 0} S500 61 Why = [13 4/0 
Montalde, when he arrived it Nantz found new 


objects of eſteem and veneration. Plemer's houſe 
was the model of good order. His wife preſided 


over the domeſtic affairs with native dignity; and 
with becoming vigilance. She had her eye upon 
every thing. Plemer gave himſelf no concern. 
His daughter, under the gentle controul of this 
virtuous mother, was charged with the more activo 

put of the domeſtic œcα‚ο my. 
Gabrielle, for that was the name of this val 
child, ſeemed never to have had leiſure enough to 
perceive that ſhe was handſome ; neither her glaſs 
Nor her heart had * told her o, N ſhe 
+68 was 
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was eighteen years of age; and although her fins, 
black eyes, her ſoft; features, her long eye-laſhes, 
her freſh complexion, her flender and graceful 
form, were all deſigned by t the hand of love, Mon- 
talde was aware of it before herſelf, C and this was 
the laſt and moſt. ſevere trial his eaiofortune put, 
-# . 

He, who in che midſt of the * eg vice 
bad been proof againſt every ſeduction, now found 
himſelf robbed of his liberty by the looks of inno- 
cence ; nor was his heart alone wounded 7 tha 
inevitable dart which was in reſerve for him. 

Plemer impatient to relate his adventure to oi 

wife, gave way, indiſcreetly, to the pleaſure of 
praiſing, before his daughter, the diſpoſition :of | 
Montalde ; the goodneſs, the candour, the ele- 
vation of his mind, the modeſt courage with which 
he had preferred misfortune to humiliation, and his 
delicacy and unalterable gentleneſs in the' diſtreſs 
to which he was reduced. ed e 8 
death. 
Durivg this recital the ny Plemer way 
bappy to obſerve the tears fall from his daughter's 
eyes, without thinking of the riſk the heart of the | 
young girl ran in liſtening to him. 

It was this imprudent eulogium, more than 
8 * preſence of Montalde, which made that firſt 
impreſſion 


THE HONEST BRETON. 21g 


impreſſion upon the mind of Gabrielle which 
never is ed She received it without alarm. 
She was far from ſuſpecting in ſo ſweet an emo 
tion the dangerous ſentiment chat Was blended 
with it unknown to her 

Montalde was ſcarcely more | abril; at thy 
delight he experienced at the ſight of the inno- 
cent Gabrielle; neither the ſweetneſs of her 
looks, nor the charms of her voice, nor the amia- 
ble ſimplicity of her manners, nor the negli- 
gent and captivating grace which accompanied 
all her actions, nothing in ſhort, in the daughter 
of his friend, appeared to him in | a formidable 
point of view. He thought himſelf ſure of al- 
ways being able to look at her with the mere 
pleaſure which one feels in examining whatever is 
perfect in the works of nature. But when he 
began to perceive that the ſound of her voice 
touched him to the heart, that he could not ſee 
her appear without a ſecret emotion, that he felt 
a thrilling in his veins whenever ſhe deigned to 
ſmile on him, that his words died away, as it 
were, upon his lips when he ſpoke to her, that 
his eyes were fixed upon hers; and that her 
image followed him inceſſantly, that he had no 
other thoughts while he was awake, or dreams 
| n his ſleep. What,” ſaid he to himſelf, 
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< can be the matter with me? In what manner ds 
< 1, on my arrival here, | repay the hounties of a 
man, who has ſnatched me from the grave? 1 
4 in love! I, unhappy wretch, with a girb deſtined 
< to poſſeſs an immenſe. fortune, and to chooſe 
% amongſt the higheſt ranks the. moſt happy of | 
4 huſbands. It is doubtleſs impoſſible to ſee her | 
«© without emotion and aſtoniſhment, ſurely na. 
e tnre in all her ſimplicy was never yet ſo charm- 
* ing! But let the admiration which ſhe creates 
*«< in me be as innocent as her charms ; far from me 
de hope, and with hope, far from me be the de- 
1 fire, the thought of troubling for a moment tha 
repoſe, the ſerenity of that pure and placid mind. 
Let me love her, but as a ſiſter; and iS not her 
father mine??? 

This reſolution being once . Montalde 
. that he was reconciled with himſelf. 
He was calm, but he was dejected; and the em- 
ploy in which he was engaged ſerved as an ex- 
-cuſe for his dejection. He is een in 
Plemer uſed to ſay. 

The confidence which: this. good man ſe nn 
in him was unreſerved. In initiating him into 
the moſt refined ſpeculations of commerce, he 
perceived him with aſtoniſhment, catch them at 
a a look, comprehend, and ſometimes extend them, 
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and run over in his mind all the branches of this 
vaſt ſcience into its minuteſt ramifications. * 
60 My fiend,” ſaid he, at the end of a few 
months, * it is not the ſpirit, but the true geniut 
« of commerce that you poſſeſs; and if one day or 
other you do not go beyond me it will be your 
« own fault. I will inſure you the greateſt for 
tune, if you will employ your means to acquire 
cit. In the mean while it is incumbent upon ms, 
to put you in the way. I ſhall do it in a mode 
« rate manner. Don't vex me by contradicting 
% me. You ſhall conduct my buſineſs for fix 
40 years. ; Your labour cannot be eſtimated at leſs 
than ſix thouſand livres... no, not leſs, if you 
ce pleaſe, Let me go on to the end. You are a pru- 
« dent man, and one thouſand livres will be ſuſfier- 
« ent for your expences. Here then at the end of fix 
« years is a ſaving of thirty thouſand livres. They 
% are your own, Well, from the preſent moment 
« let us employ your ſavings, and place them as a 
venture on one of my ſhips. If it makes two 
« ſucceſsful voyages your capital will be doubled. 
And if it fails?” ſaid the young man, If i it 
« fails,” ſaid Plemer, „ we will begin over again, 
« and you will owe me ſix years more,” —* My 
„whole life,” ſaid Montalde. With all my 
heart, ſaid Plemer, 0 my bargain will be the - 
| | « better 
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# better for it an" you ſee 1 mee in be 
. * ing you money in advance“ 
„ J ſee, Sir,” replied Montalde, « that 5ou 
* will act as a father. Well, do for your child! 
v whatever ſeems good to you. Far from bluſhing 
** at it, he will be proud to owe "every thing ts 
. your bounty.” e 
* Montalde's ſituation, after this converſation, 
became ſtill more painful, for new favours were 
new ties for him; nor could he avail himſelf of ab- 
ſence, the reſource of weak minds. Held in the 
chains of gratitude, he ſaw himſelf deſtined to live 
with her he adored, without daring even to aſpire 
to pleaſe her. In a ſhort time the will enter into 
engagements, and her heart ſhould be at liberty 
to follow her hand; to endeavour to violate that 
liberty would be, in his eyes, the vileſt and moſt 
deteſtable of crimes, Friendſhip, confidence, the | 
Jaws of hoſpitality, would be betrayed by a word, 
by a look, by a ſigh, which might diſcloſe his love. 
Ah! rather die a thouſand deaths than to exiſt a 
moment under the weight of ſuch ingratitude. 
This houſe is ſacred, „ ſaid he, © and I have | 
« it in my power to be either a monſter or a hero. 
# A hero] yes, I ſhall be one, if I have fortitude 


5 enough to command myſelf, Heaven, of "> 
60 vr 


— 2 
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+] will ines; 0. ill have Tune os ag to 
« prant it meh $12 i n 

From this time be 485 all the fied of his 
rind to command lis looks, His words, and his 


heart, to conceal the ſecret of his paſſion, . which 


every day was increaſing, and which the innocent 
ingenuouſneſs of Gabrielle tended ſtill to inflame. 
At Paris, as the pretenſions of forming to their 
will the diſpoſition of a young woman is the chi- 
mera of all huſbands, the attention of all mothers is 
to bring up their daughters in ſuch habits of diſſimut 
lation and reſerve as leave nothing decided in their 


characters. An unmarried woman is a kind of 


chryſalis in the world; until the moment when 
ſpreading out its wings, it changes into a butterfly. 


In the provinces, the diſpoſition of young people 
is not laid under the like reſtraint, nor is it a rule 
of decency with them to conceal the ſecrets of their 


hearts, Gabrielle, from her infancy, had been 


permitted to diſcloſe her thoughts without reſerve ; 


but whether through the influence of good ex- 


amples, or an exquiſite degree of ſentiment, the 


inſtinct of well · diſpoſed minds, nothing reprehen- 
ſible ever reſulted from this happy liberty. 


Gabrielle was not at all conſtrained by the admiſ- 


lion of Montalde to the intimacy of the family. 
Madame Plemer ſhewed him thoſe delicate attentions 
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which he could hav wiſhed him. even not to * 
ceive, but which were the more flattering, 26 they 
ſeemed involuntary, Gabrielle imitated them. 
It was: a mixture of eſteem and habitual good-will, 
which, without having any thing familiar in it; 
| had nothing but what was perfeQly natural; and 
this politeneſs of ſentiment; 'which gavea charm to 
friendſhip, would not have ſhewn any difference 
between Gabrielle and her mother. Tit Og 
But theſe were ſigns imperceptible to all but Mon- 
talde. At one time the ſoft languor of a look caſt on 
him; at another, the broken accents ofa timid voice; 
ſometimes a faint bluſh, which animated her 
_ countenance when ſhe ſpoke to him, or a flight 
trembling of her fair band, as ſhe poured out his 
tea; and oftener, the emotion ſhe won Id feel when- 
ever he expreſſed the exceſs of his gratitude to her 
mother, In all theſe he thought he perceived that 
the had more than mere friendſhip for him; and 
it was then that he experienced the moſt cruel of 
all the torments of love, in compariſon of which 
| the ſituation of Tantalus Was but a ſlight inflic- 
tion. 
« Either I am be JF: ſaid he, « or theſe 
** are the ſymptoms of a love, as yet feeble, and in 
60 its infant ſtate, and which, bappily, ſhe is not 
46 aware of, but which, unknown to her, may 
. make 
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i make a dangerous progreſs. What will become 


of me? It is at this moment that ſtand in need 


of all my reſolution * And the more the ſenfibi- 
lity of Gabrielle diſcloſed itſelf, by a thouſand in- 


genuous traits, which he perceived but too clearly; 


the more did he conceal his in the bottom of his 


heart, and under the diſguiſe of a ferious and mos | 


deſt air and deportment. 


2 ſpark. of which he never ſuffered to efcape from 


his eyes; happy for him if he had nothing farther | 


han theſe firſt conflicts to encounter! | 

Plemer, in repeating to his wife and daughter 
the adventures of Montalde, had joked with him 
upon. his want of dexterity, in not having com- 
poſed a fine copy of verſes on the Counteſs's 
birth-day. Gabrielle laid hold of this pleaſantry, 
and when her mother's birth-day came, ſhe aſked 
him if he intended to let that occafion eſcape him, 
without writing a few ſtanzas. And who will 
„ ſing them?”—< J,“ replied ſhe. Judge with 


what ardour his fancy was animated. Wit be 
nothing to do in the compoſition ; but the pureſt, 


ſentiment, the moſt affecting piety, and filial love, 
which itſelf had found its way into the foul of the 


poet, dictated the eulogium of this W | 


which the daughter was to ſing. 
L2 | Every 


His heart was inflamed, but with ar hidden fire 
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Every trait of her diſpoſition was depicted with? 
out flattery, and with a colouring ſo ſoft, and witlt 
ſuch delicate touches, that the moſt modeſt woman 


might liſten to it without a dloſhy it ne, mir- 


wt of her ſonl. 1 % | 9 
Plemer, with all his e was a man 9 
apron ſenſibility. The voice of his daughter, the 
moſt natural and juſt praiſe of a woman he adoredy 
the preſence of his friends, the charming ſpectacle 


| of ſhis domeſtie feſtival, all united together, affected 
him to ſuch a degree as to make him ſhed tears. 


Madame Plemer too wept with delight; ; che 
young and tender heart of Gabrielle at every in- 
ſtant interrupted her voice with ſobbings; and, at 
the laſt couplet, which ſhe had hardly force 
enough to ſing, ſhe ſunk into the arms of her 
mother. Plemer advanced, and embraced her alfo, 
and all their friends were | eager to pay her the tri- 
bute of emotion, with which they were e | 
Montalde alone kept at a diſtance, | - | | 

* Come, Sir,” ſaid Madame Plemer t to Wied 
„ and let me thank you for thoſe delightful ſais 
« ſations you have juſt made me experience. 
He leant forwards to kiſs her hand, but ſne em- 


- braced him : and, as he role Up, he felt his hand 


preſſed between the two hands of Gabrielle, who, 
ſtall weeping, exclaimed, in a voice that would 
have 


Titer HOKE 


have ſoftened marble, c Ah! Sir, my father ee 

right to love you. From this moment he | g 

himſelf up for loſt. e: TS 
At night the nutmimntian of one me Pletnidr's 

ſhips announced in the port the entertainment 

and ſupper which he gave in honour of his wife.” 

| She was eſcorted thither in triumph, accompanied? 


by muſic, leading her daughter in her hand 


and although none but friends were invited, 4 a 
8 


the company was very numerous. The repaſt 
ſplendid, and during the entertainment the two 
banks of the Loire never ceaſed re echoing the 
ſounds of a delightful concert, Never did more 
ſincere joy prevail on ſuch an occaſion”; but this 
joy oon was: PINT into the moſt dreadful 
alarnmigt. us 1 ns ee 
When the company retired, the moon Thone® 
with the pureſt luſtre ; ſhe ſerved as a lighthouſe” 
te the rowers; and Plemer, having taken every 
precaution that his gueſts ſhould be ſafely conductad- 
from the veſſel to the ſhore, was quitting TE the 


moſt happy of men, when putting his foot into che 


"Bok 


boat, he flipped down, and fell' into the river,— 
 Montalde plunged in after him; and though no 
ſwimmer, and without any affiſtance but the end 
of a rope that hung out of the veſſel, he caught” 
one? of Plemer by one hand, and prevented the 
L * waves 
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waves from carrying him under the bottom of the 
hip. At this inſtant the failors came to their aſ- 
 fiſtance, and took them both up into the boat. FP 
When Plemer began to recover the uſe of his 
| Lenſes, „Well,“ ſaid he, © now which of us is 
« inſolvent ?”' The young man, {till ſeized with. 
fear o on his account, embraced him and wept for 
joy. They got to ſhore, where Madame Plemer 
and her daughter were waiting for them, terrified 
at the cries which they had heart. | 
Chear yourſelves,” ſaid Plemer, on landing, 
dic thank God, here I am. I fell overboard. 1 
e was on the point of being ned, 4 Mon- 
* talde has ſaved my life.” 8 | 
At theſe words Madame Plemer ae ber 
huſband; and Gabrielle, in a tranſport of gratitude 
and joy, ſeized, and preſſed in her arms tlie man 
who ſaved her father. Ah] I owe you more 
% than my life,” ſaid ſhe, all r * _ 


* 
' + 4 


ber boſom. 


„ Oh, Heaven,” 00 1 . himſelk 
from the arms of her * adored, & Oh nne, ] 
4 do not abandon me.” 

Madame Plemer, in her turn, e the 
young man; and with her at leaſt he could give 
himſelf up to the emotion of a mutual friendſhip... 
r e at this moment was mixed with the 

remains 
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remains of fear, and the exceſs of joy; and deiner 
the heart of Gabrielle, nor that of Montalde, had 
time for recollection. But when, being reſtore : 
to themſelves, each of them was able to refle on 
what had juſt paſſed, What then have I done,” 
ſaid ſhe, weeping, * that he ſhould thus reject 
«© me } I forgot for a moment, I own, the conduct 
<« ſuitable to my age; but in what moment, and: 
% on what account! I embraced Montalde as 1 
« would have embraced the altar of the Deity who 
&« ſhould have ſaved my father. Ah! Montalde, 
« if this impulfe, involuntary as it has been, 
% appears to you unworthy of a virtuous mind, 
« you muſt certainly have been an.orphan from 
« your cradle, neither has a mother ſmiled upon 
you, nor a father careſſed you; you neither are 
« acquainted with the force of blood, nor with: 
« the affections of nature. Cruel man! how 
could you treat me fo ſeyexely> What was: 
“then your opinion of me? ; 
Gabrielle could not ſſeep; her bed was bathed withs 
her tears, and from theſe long watchings, her head 
was diſordered; her blood became heated in her 
veins, and her parched breath exhaled itſelf in ſighs. 
At length, recollecting what ſhe had heard about 
the torments of love; Ah, tis all over with. 
„me, ſaid ſhe, * I felt that generous heart palpi - 
7 „ - tate 
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et tate againſt my boſom; aviolent flame has ſpread 
ce itſelf over my frame, and that is the fire that con 
e ſumes me. O my dear father, forgive the intoxi- 
s cation and the delirium of my gratitude. Can I do 
ic otherwiſe than love, can I ſufficiently love the man 
e who at tlie peril of his on life has ſaved your's. 
Mes, after you, my dear mother, I hold nothing 
* elſe ſo dear in the world. I know he is without 
fortune; but what would the moſt brilliant for- 
tune be in compariſon witli your life, that I o-. '“? 
him. Ah! let that be his riches; and may the 
daughter of Plemer have never any other huſ- 
© hand but the man who has ſaved her father.” 
Montalde's fituation was ſtill more affecting. 
5 8 as yet, he could no longer anſwer for pre- 
ſerving this innocence, which an unguarded mos 
ment might- make him loſe for ever. The vile 
means of ſeduction were far from his mind; and he 
ſo far poſſeſſed his own eſteem, as not to apprehend ' 
any thing baſe or ſhameful in his affection. B78 
But in ſpite of him, this amiable young woman 
was perhaps already ſeduced; and if her heart was 
already infected with love, if ſhe exhaled when near 
him the ſame fires that conſumed his own boſom, 
if, in fine, neither the one nor the other ſhguld be 
any longer able to conceal an hopeleſs paſſion, what 
5 1 gk. Would 
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ke ſhould leave her to fall, or ſhould fall himſelf. 
An involuntary crime of which one has fore- 


« ſeen the danger withdut avoiding it, is it not 
« ſtill a crime? Have I not had, and have J not ſtill 


ce the reſource of flight and the refuge of abſence ? - 


“Far from me be every weak excuſe for an un- 
ce ſurmountable-paſſion ! Far from me be that pro- 
e bity which diſplays itſelf in fine words, and which 
« conſiders itſelf. as abſolved by vain excuſes from 
« the ſhame of a defeat. No! faith and honour 
* ought never to be expoſed to any riſk : Since the 


« ſucceſs of trial is doubtful, it ought to be avoid- - 
« ed; and I am till maſter of this reſolution. It is 


« dreadful for me to be ſeparated from the only- © 
friend I have in the world; it is dreadful to again 
encounter want and miſery. It is ſtill more 


* dreadful to tear myſelf away from Gabrielle; but 


the more painful this effort proves, the more it is 
*« neceſſary.” After this manner ſpake Montalde ;: 
and impatient to make ſure of himſelf by putting 


theſe meaſures into execution, he waited the. 
_ day-light: to go and fee Plemer.—. Go to ſee him? 
and what ſhall I ſay? Loaded with his favours, 


© honoured with his confidence, penetrated with 


« the ſenſe of his goodneſs, which with ſo much 
« den heartedneſs he laviſhes daily upon me, now 


:*© En 
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« ean I famunion up courage to tell him T am go» 
ing to leave him? And what excuſe ſhall I make 
© for this precipitate departure! It muſt be, how- 
“ ever; I muſt appear unjuſt, ungrateful, wicked, 
etc without being ſo.— O! dear felf-eſteem | kind 

teſtimonies of the purity of my intentions! you 
« will accompany me in my exile, in my miſery, 
&. in that vagrant and unhappy life, which I ſhalt 
« drag on far from Nantez, far from this loved and 
<< reſpeQable family, where every good ſeemed to- 


e await me. You will accompany me, and, if 


« poſſible, you will conſole me.” At theſe words: 
he felt his heart more at eaſe ; he gave vent to his 
ſighs, and a torrent of tears ſtreamed down his 
cheeks. Thus had paſſed the night, when he 
went down to Plemer, determined to take his leave 
of him, but as pale, and trembling as a criminal led 
to execution. 

In coming down ftairs, he met the worthy Du- 
prè, who had been invited to Nantez, and whom 
Madame Plemer had placed at the head of her do- 
meſtic affairs. O, good God !” faid ſhe, © what 
« a condition you are in | your eyes ſunk into your 
head; your face w_ and wan ; are you going 
& to fall ſick again ?““ I hope not,” ſaid he, 
« but it is true that I am not well.” —* I appre- 

4 hend I know your complaint,” replied ſhe, 
| «and 
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4 and I fear it will not eaſily be cured.” My com- 
« ylaint!” replied Montalde, with ſurprize, What 
& js it? what do you mean? “ Ah, M. Mon- 
& talde, it is not with me chat you muſt difimu- 
late. I love you, and ever ſince I have been in 
ee this houſe J have obſerved and pitied you. 
Indeed, rephed he, I do not underſtand you; 
“but whatever you may think. about me, I con- 
4 jure you to be ſilent.· O no,“ ſaid the, on 
going away, don't be alarmed.. E hall not be 
« the firſt to ſpeak: But you and the young * ** 
«© Ah ! take care of your eyes. a 
- « Well,” ſaid he to himſelf, this good woman 
has found out the fecret of my heart. No.— Love 
* cannot be a long time concealed, and if I would: 
prevent mine from-betraying itſelf, I muſt haſten 
* away. Let me no longer defer it.“ 
Do you know, my friend, ſaid 3 
that Gabrielle ſtill feels the impreſſion ſhe re- 
« ceived yeſterday on account of her father's acci- 
5 dent? She has had a burning fever all night, and 
has ſtill a violent head-ache. Her mother is 
„with her.—I am going to ſee her. Come and. 
- © fea her too.—It will calm her ſpirits to ſee the 
man who has ſaved my life.” Montalde ac- 
companied him to Gabrielle's bed-fide, 


Ab } 
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% Ah! how is this, my child?” ſaid Plemer, 
you are not yet recovered from your fright. 
© Here we both are, and the danger is all over, — 
Lou have nothing to do but rejoice. Mon- 
ee talde has been alarmed as well as you; and he 
4 ſtill looks pale upon it; but as for me, I feel no 
«more of it, and life has never been more agree - 
< able to me than ſince I owed it to him. Gabri · 
* elle's eyes, fixed upon her father while he was 
© ſpeaking, ſparkled with the brighteſt luſtre. 
ce Has not ſhe ſtill a little fever remaining upon 
ce her?” ſaid he to Madame Plemer. *© Let us 
* ſee? J am no judge of the matter. Montalde, 
you that ought to know ſomething about it, 
& feel her pulſe.” —*< Well?“ Yes, tis I, 
« 'tis her father who deſires you to feel her pulſe. 
« Are you afraid her hand ſhould burn you, op * 
her head- ache be catching e | 
- Montalde drew near with trembling ſteps, ind 
Gabrielle in letting fall her arm upon Montalde's 
hand, kept her eyes fixed upon her mother, as if ſhe 
would draw. that aſſiſtance from her of which her 
feeble heart ſtood ſo much in need. But when : 
the felt her lover's hand prefs ſoftly againſt the ar- 
tery, ſhe was ſeized with a ſudden emotion, which 
ſhe endeavoured t to conceal from bim, by with- 
drawing 
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drawing ber hand. O, by how many imperceptibls 
ſigns does love diſcover itſelf to love! | 
Montalde, making an effort to POE! his agi- 
tation, obſerved, '** that the pulſe was not yet trank 
« quil, but that in a little time it would. — 
I hope ſo,” ſaid Gabrielle, lifting'up her eyes to 
heaven. My ſituation would be pitiable indeed, 
« if what J ſuffered laſt night was to be of long dus 
« ration, It really turned my head. Ah, my 
« dear child,” ſaid the mother, it is à diffi 
e cult matter, and what happens yon e be 
« happy with ſuch hearts as ours.“ “ $6!” faif 
Plemer, ©* and if heaven had made us leſs fenſibl& 
and leſs affectionate than we are, ſhould we be 
« equally capable of enjoying our domeſtic happi- 
* neſs? Do you think that a man who lives fot 
« himſelf- only, is any the better of! He eſcapes a 
little ſuffering ſometimes ; ;- but 'of what heartfelt 
« gratifications is not he, at the ſame time, depriv= 
ed? He who does not love, is not beloved; and 
« what pleaſure can ſuch a man find in life? T 
« know what my ſenſibility coſts me ; but whatſo- 
* ever pain it cauſes me, I would not part with a 
« grain of it for heaps of gold. Are not you of my 
way of thinking, Montalde?“ “ Alas!“ faid 
the young man, “ We cannot haye too much ſen- 
„ ſibility; while we love only thoſe we ought to 
| | | o love, 
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love, one can hardly in ſuch caſes feel enough,” 5 
Theſe words, acccompanied by a look all round 
him, diffuſed a little calm through the veins of the 
fair Gabrielle. But this calm, which her parents 
took for that of the mind, was only a calm of the 
ſenſes, and Montalde perceived that it was only the 
languor of a deep melancholy. He kbew the 
cauſe of it; he ſaw that it was high time to apply 
the moſt ene e and went to Re 
Plemer. | 

„ Sir ſaid "WP in coir up to her «you 
% will no doubt be aſtoniſhed; but however extra- 
& ordinary the reſolution that I have taken may 


appear, do. not aſk. me the cauſe, and have the 


yt ang to pardon me. I cheriſh and revere 
© you as a moſt virtuous and true friend. A fa. 

© ther could not have done more for me than you . 
have; lam ſenſible of it, nor ſhall Lever forgetitas | 


. long as I live, and yet, I ben en you to giveme 


your permiſſion to leave you.” —Plemer ſtarted 
up from his ſeat with ſurprize and aftoniſhnient* 
Leave me ! you, Montalde! and for what reaſon; 
« if you pleaſe? Has any of my family diſpleaſed 15 
« you? I ſhould hardly believe it..“ Alas! 
dir, I have received nothing here, but marks of 
* eſteem, of benevolence, and vf goodneſs: 2 — 
6 What is it then that drives you away? The 
l * eſtabliſhment 
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« eſtabliſhment I have made you is very moderate; 
« but ſpeak out, I can “ Do not load 
eme with ſuch unjuſt ſuſpicions: You are not a 
4 ſtranger to the ſentiments of my heart. It was, 
you know, with regret that I ſuffered your goods - 
« neſs ſo far to exceed my hopes. I have but too 
e great reaſon to ſpeak of the noblenefs of your 
t mind ; you are but too generous,” —-And with- 
out any cauſe of complaint, you are going to 
ce leave me I am diſtracted at it, but a duty 
« the moſt ſacred compels me to go. I under- 
„ ſtand you; your mother is afflicted at your ab- 
e ſence ? ſhe deſires you to return to her 
“Let her come here, the houſe ſhall be her own, 
A n 
ee the happier for it. 

Diſtreſſed at fo much i Montalde : an- 
ſwered, that his mother was not unhappy on ac- 
count of his being from her ; that he knew her 
| to be contented and quiet with his n. and that 
ſhe wanted for nothing. 

Tell me, then,” inſiſted Plemer, 6 1 3 
„% you to leave me? - My deftiny,” ſaid the 
young man. — Oh ! now indeed I no longer un- 
derſtand you,“ ſaid Plemer, with violence. 

* Your deſtiny ! Ah ! Montalde, deſtiny is a vain 
e apology for faults which are without excuſe ; nor 


* is 


— 
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ce js it with this word, ſo void of ſenſe, that a nat 
« like you ſhould juſtify bimſelf. - 
What I call my deſtiny,” ſaid Montade, 


is an unquiet and inconſtant diſpoſition, which" 


I have received from nature, and which never 
« lets me be en, in ag ſituation. 'You' have 
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I have ſeen you quit an inperänent Ockiites 
ce an arrogant Marquis, I know not what ſort of 
a judge, and his knave of a Secretary; there is 
= nothing ſurpriſing i in all that. But I, who am 
«a plain man, a good man, I who love you, I 
« who expected to have paſſed my life with you ! 
% No, Sir, this caprice is not to be believed, 
There is fomewhat in it quite incomprehenſible 
to me; and, if you do not explain it, I ſhall 
©: eonſider you either a bad man, or out of your 
8 © ſenſes. You have only to make your choice.” _ 
4 Les, a madman, I agree to it,“ ſaid Mon- 
„ falling upon his knees to Plemer ; © but as 
25 2 a bad man don't think fo, I conjure you; 
&« I love you. I revere you. I am not ungrate- 
ec ful. I would ſhed the haft _ of blood! in e 


« defence —” 
„ And you leave me Riſe up,  Mlontalde; 


- book me in the face. In 4 mind like your's, 


* this. 
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ic: this levitys# this caprice, this nnn is not 
« natural.” [3 

% For God's ſake?” : ſaid the's young man, tribe 
opting him, do not any n torture n 
8 1 me up to my miſer y. 

„What! No: s'death T will not give you up. 
60 1 am determined to know, if I muſt loſe my 
te friend, how and for what reaſon I loſe him. If 
e he had gone away before he had done any thing 
for me, I ſhould have let him go; and, much 
& 25 he would. have diſtreſſed me, I would have 
« forgiven him; but after having ſaved my life, 
e after having attached me to him by the kindeft 
© and the ſtrongeſt ties, to break them, and to 
leave me! No,“ faid he, weeping, ** no, I 
& will not ſuffer; it; or: I will know the reaſon 
ce Why. - Jam ht to tell- 12 chat PRE 
&« will never know it.“ 
4 No! Well now I Lew it; your Gletice ex- 
*« plains it: You are in love with my wife or my 
ce daughter. Yes, Sir, that is the ſecret I cannot 
* draw from you.” —“ I, Sir, in love with your 
“ wife!“ And why not?” replied Plemer blunt- 
ly. 4 Sheis yet handſome enough to make a con- 
©« queſt; but, if it is not ſhe that turns your head, 
tis my daughter then.“ “ Alas! Sir, it is.“ 
Ah! Montalde, and why did you not ſpeak? I 

« have | 


— 
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© haye intended her for _ more than fix months 
© ſince.“ n 
I people died with joy, Montalds wel 2 
* He fell down like a man ſtruck with light» 
ping, and remained motionleſs at Plemer's feet. 
„Plague take it,” ſaid Plemer, ſeeing him in 
this poſture, you were truly very much in love! 
« Poor young man! and you were determined to 
« go away ſaying a word about it, for fear 
„of offending me. How little do you know of 
„ me! However you have acted like what I call 
&« an honourable man. Get up, and let me take 
« you to your mother-in-law. Ah, when I re- 
4 late this ſcene to her, how ſhe will laugh and 
* ery! And my daughter, it is ſhe that will fee} 
« the value of a heart ſo truly eftimable. She 
4 will love you tenderly, I am ſure of it. 
4% Yes, J hope ſo; ſaid Montalde, ** for ſhe it 
t kind enough to believe that her father owes his 
« life te me; and of all my claims to her heart, 
6 nnen en en eee 
„% Madam,” ſaid Plemer to his 1 hain: 
Montalde to her, © here is a man whom. I have 
„ aſked what reward his having ſaved my lift me- 
crits, and he leaves it to your decifion.”* (Gabri- 
elle was pteſent) * And. for my part,” fait 
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Madame Plemer, . 1 mal. make . . 


« judge of "HT N Fr n 
Gabrielle bluſhed, and, after a momento d 


« What recompence,” faid ſhe, © can be equal 


«to this obligation? All our fortunes | . even 
& that is not ſufficient. of 


<6 Money [2 4 fays Plemer, diftainfully, . « He 
is not fond of money. But you, my child, 


« do you know nothing better to offer him *r 
She caſt down her eyes. have told you my 


« dear father, that there can be * valuable 
enough to repay him.“ 


« If I was in your place, ſaid Madame Ple- 


mer, « Iſhould know what to offer him.“ 


«© And ſoſhould - my dear mother, if I were in 


9 v9 


* your's. '—And I, if I was in his,” ſaid Plemer, 
„ ſhould know very well what to aſk. But 


ſince neither of you will explain yourſelves, * 


ce will: I give my daughter's hand to Moatalde.” 
« And I her heart,” ſaid Madame Plemer. — 


* And I my life,” ſaid Gabrielle modeſtly. It 
is very right that I ſhould live for him, when it 


is through him that you are alive.” 


Let me tell you, ſaid Plemer, chat with 
« his heart brim- full of love, he was going to 


«6 2 ug, rather than diſturb the peace of the 


„family; 
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